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PREFACE. 


In  again  "bringing  under  tho  notice  of  a  discerning 
public,  the  following  sheets  of  my  leisure  and  happiest 
hours,  I  humbly  beg  to  solicit  their  sympathy  and 
indulgence  towards  my  literary  efforts,  as  none,  I 
candidly  assure  my  friends  and  supporters,  can  be 
more  sensitively  alive  to,  or  conscious  of,  his  own 
weaknesses  or  shortcomings,  than  I  am  of  mine.  Still, 
I  am  far  from  being  without  the  laudable  feelings, 
both  of  ambition  and  hope,  in  reference  to  these 
effusions  of  my  private  pastime,  many  of  which, 
I  am  certain,  will  be  warmly  and  intelligently  appre- 
ciated, as  they  have  been  long  weU  known,  and  most 
favourably  reviewed,  by  many,  who,  in  every  respect, 
were  amply  qualified  for  the  task.  The  attentive  and 
observant  reader  will,  I  flatter  myself,  be  gratified  to 
observe  many  very  material  corrections  and  improve- 
ments in  several  of  the  old  and  familiar  subjects,  as 
well  as  the  introduction  pf  many  now  topics,  written 
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on  very  special  and  interesting  occasions,  and  wlii«'h 
it  is  fondly  anticipated,  will  meet  with  the  unqualified 
acceptance  of  the  majority  of  those  who  may  bestow 
upon  them  the  honour  of  a  careful  perusal  Be  the 
fate  of  the  Volume  whatever  it  may — whether  it  may 
sink  or  swim  on  the  shoreless  ocean  of  Literature — I 
now  embrace  the  opportunity  of  thanking  my  friends 
and  patrons,  principally  of  the  Scottish  Borders,  for 
their  munificent  and  unprecedented  patronage.  Above 
and  beyond  all,  the  generous  and  independent  inhabi- 
tants of  Hawick  ;  by  no  means  forgetting,  at  the 
same  time,  and  for  the  same  reasons,  those  of  Jedburgh, 
Galashiels,  !Melrose,  and  Selkirk.  I  owe  them  much, 
far  beyond  what  I  can  ever  pay,  and  shall  ever  regard 
them  with  the  deepest  gratitude  and  esteem. 

A.  S. 


Dickson  Strekt  (Wilton), 
Hawick,  October,  1S71. 
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ODE  TO  THE  OCEAK 


r 


EOLL  on,  thou  mighty  and  majestic  Deep 
i     Give  me  to  wander  by  tliy  lonely  shore, 

AVhere  the  foam-crested  hillows  thundering  roar, 
Lasliing  the  basement  of  the  rocky  steep. 

Hail  to  their  hoarse,  tremendous  music,  hail ! 
How  swells  that  surgy  cadence  on  the  soul ! 

Whose  luring  power,  deep  melancholy  wail, 
Seem  all  her  ruder  passions  to  control, 

Spontaneously  inspirmg  there  devotion : 

I  ever  loved,  and  ever  will,  the  Ocean. 

If  aught  beneath  the  eternal  throne  of  Heayen 
With  true  sublimity  the  soul  can  fire. 
Or  with  a  reverential  awe  inspire. 

To  thee  alone  that  property  is  given. 
Though  seemingly  resistless  rollest  thou, 

Yet  hath  Omnipotence  His  veto  laid 

Upon  thy  power — a  word,  and  even  now 

Thy  proudest  billows  instantly  are  stayed  : 
E'e'er  hast  thou  passed  that  latitude,  indeed, 
Which  rectitude  unerring  hath  decreed. 
A 
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Vast,  glorious  mirror,  circling  suLliiiio, 

From  age  to  age,  frnm  pole  to  pole,  the  WorM, 
]\[ockiiig  those  shafts  of  fate  against  lier  hurh-d, 

KoUing  defiance  on  the  power  of  Time. 

Ten  thousand  fleets  have  ploughed  tliine azure' 
breast, 

Tempest  on  tempest  raved,  and  storm  on  8t«,trm 
Have  howled  destruction,  and  have  sunk  to  rest ; 

Yet  wliat  affects  thine  all-enduring  form  1 

Unchanged,  unchangeable  thou  roll'st  this  hour, 
As  first  from  chaos  by  omnific  power. 

Stupendous,  boundless,  horrible  abyss, 

Where  sceptred  Terror  holds  her  dismal  sway  ; 
Creation's  dread  residuum,  where  day 

Thy  realms  cimraerian  never  dawned  to  bless  ; 
Where  in  dire  labyrinths  of  caves  profound, 

Tiocks,  hideous  glens,  and  chasms  vast  unknown, 
Slumber  oblivious,  by  the  world  disowned, 

The  awful  spoils  of  years  and  ages  gone — 
The  flower  of  nations,  and  the  boast  of  kings, 
Unvalued  wealth,  unutterable  things. 

2soT  to  those  endless  -wrecks  of  endless  ftite, 
War,  tempest,  casualties  of  every  kind, 
Are  thy  exhaustless,  mystic  stores  confined. 

Transcending,  baffling  every  estimate. 

Strange,  as  with  being  swarms  the  Sununer 
beam. 

Thy  i)i.sculent  recesses  everywhere 
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With  multifixrious  forms  and  natures  teem, 
Which  freely  flounce  and  sport  idoneous  there, 
Where  huge  voracious  leviathans  roam, 
And  other  nameless  monsters  find  a  home. 

In  thee,  though  overwhelming  the  displays 

Of  knowledge,  wisdom,  skill,  and  power  divine, 
Thy  agency  in  JN^ature's  grand  design, 

The  Godhead  universally  betrays, 

Under  that  glorious  first  efficient  cause 

Of  all  in  time  and  through  eternity. 
By  means  of  definite  material  laws, 

Wliat  wonderful  effects  we  reasoning  see 
Around  us,  as  by  incantation  rise 
To  challenge  admiration  and  surprise  ! 

Great  source  of  vapour  and  descent  of  rain. 

Whence  rivers  roll,  and  brooks  meand'ring  flow. 
Earth  to  adorn,  unmeasured  boons  bestow 

On  millions  ere  they  reach  their  fount  again ; 
Wliile  woods  their  vernal  loveliness  renew. 

The  fields  luxuriant  crcjwn  the  labourer's  toil; 
O'er  hill  and  dale  bright  flowers  of  every  hue 

In  sweet  profusion  captivating  smile  ; 
Unblessed  by  thee,  what  were  this  world?    A  vast, 
Didl,  lifeless  solitude — an  arid  waste. 

Still,  as  a  part  of  one  harmonious  whol©, 

We  further  thy  utility  behold  ; 

From  shore  to  shore  what  blessings  hast  thou  rolled 
Since  lighted  Science  the  adventurous  soul 
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O'er  thy  pellucid,  liillowy  expanse  ! 
AVliat  throngs  unnumbered  enterprising  float, 

Tlie  golden  ends  of  commerce  to  advance, 
And  knowledge  and  rehnement  to  promote — 

"Whence  spring  distinction,  honour,  power,  and 
fume, 

All  in  a  nation  worthy  of  a  name. 

Hence  hath  immortal  glory  Albion  crowned — 
Dear  home  of  freedom,  intellect,  and  worth — 
Thougli  once  obscure,  now  envy  of  the  earth  ; 

The  Queen,  the  paragon  of  nations  owned, 
Her  mandates,  why  so  honoured  and  revered, 

"When  duty  calls  her  arm  to  interpose  ] 
Whence  her  security,  her  power  unpeered, 

And  signal  conquests  over  all  her  foes  ] 
But  to  such  axioms  why  for  answers  call  1 
Familiar  to  a  child  are  one  and  all. 

Then  hail,  thou  mighty  and  majestic  Deep  ! 
Give  me  to  wander  by  thy  lonely  shore, 
"Wliere  the  foam-crested  billows  tliundering  roar, 

Lashing  the  basement  of  the  rocky  steep. 

Had  to  their  hoarse,  tremendous  music,  hail  I 

How  swells  that  surgy  cadence  on  the  soul ! 
"Whose  luring  power,  deep  melancholy  wail, 

Seem  all  her  ruder  passions  to  control. 
Spontaneously  inspiring  there  devotion  : 
I  ever  loved,  and  ever  will,  the  Ocean. 
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TO  A  CHILD  WHILE  SLEEPIN"G. 

^^'EACE  to  thy  slumbers,  let  me  sing, 
JC^      Dear  little  jjlayful,  happy  thing  ; 
Thy  jDrattle  over,  now  alone. 
Sleep,  lovely  cherub,  soft  sleep  on  ! 
How  magic  on  that  mien  of  thine 
The  miiTor'd  rose  and  lily  twine  ! 
What  imaged  innocence  we  trace, 
With  every  other  native  grace, 
Elending  and  varying,  glorious  bright, 
Like  rays  of  pure,  unmingled  light ! 
How  with  such  fascinating  charms. 
Spell-bound  the  heart  instinctive  warms  ! 
Devoutly  would  I  bow  the  knee, 
In  nature's  homage  now  to  thee. 
Dear  source  of  many  sighs  and  prayers, 
Fountain  of  fears  and  endless  cares. 
Embryo  of  hope,  sweet  promise  young 
Of  joys  by  Fancy  fondly  sung. 
Fair  pilgrim  in  the  porch  of  life. 
Strange  to  its  turmoil  and  its  strife, 
The  griefs,  the  sorrows,  that  assail, 
And  here  humanity  impale  ; 
The  perils  that  ensconce  our  way. 
As  through  life's  howling  Avild  we  stray  : 
But  ah  !  should  Heaven  with  thee  forbear, 
And  deign  thy  fragile  form  to  spare, 
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Thy  fairy  loveliness,  alas  ! 
Doomed  as  the  flower's,  like  its  shall  pass, 
And  ah  !  indeed,  how  brief  the  while  ! 
Ere  sighs  and  sobs  sup{)lant  the  smUe, 
Soon  shalt  thou  find — who  finds  it  not 
At  best  a  vale  of  tears  thy  lot. 


THE  bekea^t:d  LO'ST:!^ 


<< 


Oh  ever  thus,  since  childhood's  hour, 
I've  seen  my  fondest  hopes  decay; 

I  never  loved  a  tree  or  Hower, 
But  it  was  sure  to  fade  away. 

*'  I  never  nursed  a  j'oung  gazelle. 

To  glad  me  with  its  soft  Vdack  eye; 
But  when  it  came  to  know  me  ■well. 

And  love  me,  it  was  sure  to  die."  Moore. 

•jVJ^LON'E !  thrice  welcome  now,  devout  Reflection, 
•^(^     My  weary  soul  witli  gladness  bids  thee,  hail ; 
Her  nurse  benign,  and  succour  in  dejection, 

"WHien  hopes  but  mock,  and  fairest  prospects  fail ; 
0  power  divine  !  dispelling  all  deception, 

Brushing  mth  angel  Aving  the  earthy  scale 
From  off  our  eyes,  thus  rectifies  the  sight. 
And  places  objects  in  their  j)roper  light. 

With  such  new  optics  now  the  world  surveying. 

What  is  it  ]  a  kaleidoscojiic  show. 
At  every  turn,  ay,  every  hour,  betraying, 

Sad,  everlasting  change  through  all  below  ; 
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Where  all  is  vanity,  and  nothing  staying, 

0  solemn  truths  !  and  I  have  found  them  so  ; 
But  little  now  my  lonely  heart  endears, 
Wrecked  are  my  joys,  and  passed  with  other  years. 

And  what  is  life  ?  a  fleeting,  vain  illusion  ! 

Brief  as  the  flowers  that  flourish  and  decay  ; 
Soon  sets  the  sun,  that  heralds  the  conclusion 

E'en  of  the  longest  as  the  brightest  day. 
Another  smile,  a  heartache,  an  effusion 

Of  tears,  and  then  we  sighing  pass  away. 
How  loved,  how  honoured  once,  avails  us  not ; 
Death  deals  the  blow,  regardless  of  our  lot. 

0  melancholy  thoughts  !  to  mind  recalling 

Those  years  when  all  was  hope  and  promise  fair, 

The  bosom  light  and  buoyant,  nothing  palling 
The  sweets  I  dreamt  woidd  ever  blossom  there  ! 

But  soon  the  blasting  mildew,  ruthless  falling 
On  all  I  loved  on  earth,  my  only  care, 

Hath  shed  a  bleak  and  cheerless  gloomy  wild, 

\Aniere  once  for  me  the  glowing  Summer  smded. 

Nature  in  hope  may  Avait  the  Spring  returning. 
Though  Winter  howls,  the  bu'ds  may  sing  again. 

The  longing  mother  change  for  joy  her  mourning. 
The  vessel  still  may  brave  the  stormy  main  ; 

But  Hope's  bright  taper  here  hath  ceased  its  burning : 

1  pour  the  tear,  and  heave  the  sigh  in  vain  ; 
The  temple  of  the  heart  now  stands  alone — 

The  spell  is  broken — the  enchantress  gone. 
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JJnt  (ill  I  by  Hoaven,  can  I  forget  herl     Never  ! 

Sooner  tlie  thirsty  soul  shall  loathe  the  stream, 
The  weary  rest,  the  miser  cease  for  ever 

Of  his  dear  idol — heaps  of  gold — to  dream, 
Than  e'er  the  bleeding  bosom  of  her  lover 

Shall  cease  to  cherish  homage  and  esteem — 
The  memory  of  her  loveliness  and  worth, 
Too  exquisite  to  flourish  long  on  earth. 

I  saw  the  gangrene  daily  undermining 
My  vernal  hopes,  that  rose  as  cedars  tall ; 

For  months  she  drooped,  and  nature  fast  declining, 
I  saw  in  sorrow,  every  wonted  call. 

At  length  she  lay  like  a  young  flower  reclining, 
'Keath  incongenial  snows,  in  Spring  that  fall ; 

Her  charms  the  heart  in  silence  then  wept  o'er. 

And  felt  as  if  it  ne'er  had  loved  before. 

She  lay,  in  fact,  a  living  concentration 

Of  all  that  heaven  could  love  and  earth  admire  ; 

How  lost  to  virtue  and  divine  sensation, 
The  soul  such  excellence  could  not  inspire  ! 

Her  blushing  cheeks  then  mocked  the  fair  carnation  ; 
And  oh  !  those  eyes  of  intellectual  Are, 

The  placid  smile  that  lighted  up  her  mien, 

For  all  was  peace  and  j)urity  within. 

Still  fast  the  fell  destroyer  seemed  progressing, 
With  sweep  relentless  as  the  Xubian  blast, 

^Vnother  change  my  soul  anew  distressing. 
In  double  gloom  euwrai)t  the  lucid  past, 


THE  BEREAVED  LOVER.  1 

And  o'er  lier  angel  form  unsparing  passing, 

Youth,  love,  and  beauty  blighted  lay  at  last ; 
Deep  vfas  the  groan,  and  heavy  rose  the  sigh — ■ 
Methought  it  surely  terrible  to  die. 

I  saw  the  golden  boAvl  was  yet  unbroken. 
The  jewel  in  the  casket  lingered  still ; 

Whose  final  flight  each  moment  did  betoken, 
0  righteous  Heaven,  how  trying  was  Thy  will ; 

For  ere  the  man  of  God  had  ceased  invoking 
The  blessing,  with  all  tenderness  and  skill, 

She  gave  a  moan  and  a  convulsive  quiver. 

Then  all  Avas  o'er — the  spirit  passed  for  ever  ! 

Strange  must  that  moment  be,  our  journey  ending — 

Mysterious  to  the  Avisest  as  to  me — 
When  feel  Ave  on  that  hau'breadth  footing  standing, 

The  all  to  mortals  then  of  time  that  be. 
When  all  around  is  hovering  and  blending 

Amid  the  daAvnings  of  eternity  ; 
And  the  soul  struggling  hard  to  wing  her  Avay 
From  her  frail  shattered  tenement  of  clay, 

To  face  her  Judge  omniscient  and  vmerring. 
Enthroned  in  peerless  majesty  and  might, 

And  hear  Him  from  her  deeds  her  doom  inferring, 
'Mid  hosts  angelic  robed  in  glory  bright, 

And  by  his  fiat  solemn  her  transferring 

To  realms  of  bliss,  or  shades  of  endless  night ! 

What  scenes  and  secrets  may  she  not  behold  1 

And  Avho  her  last  sensations  can  unfold  1 
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There  is  an  awful  somotliing,  past  revealing, 
About  the  cold  and  silent  bed  of  death, 

That  neutralises  every  earthly  feeling, 

"\Mien  all  that  i)leased  ha.s  vanished  with  a  breath : 

And  0  that  lonel}'  sorrow  o'er  us  stealing  ! 
'Tis  then  the  heart,  if  ever,  values  faith, 

Whose  torch  divine  dispels  the  deepest  gloom, 

And  lights  beyond  the  desert  of  the  tomb. 

Soon  must  that  king  of  terrors — thanks  to  Heaven — 

Tlie  iron  sceptre  of  his  power  resign. 
Soon  must  the  marlJe  and  the  mound  be  riven ; 

O  Grave,  thy  slumbering  treasures  are  not  thine  ! 
Of  restitution  was  an  earnest  given 

^\nien  rose  thy  SpoUer  glorious  and  divine, 
"Who  captive  led  capti^aty  tliat  hour. 
Triumphant  by  His  own  almighty  power. 

Hence  friends  shall  meet  whom  Death  had  long  divided. 
And  welcome  in  embrace  each  other  dear, 

"Whose  kindred  souls  again  sliall  be  united 
In  bands  of  love  eternal  and  sincere. 

No  more  their  joys  by  sorrow  shall  be  blighted  ; 
God  from  their  eyes  shall  wipe  off  every  tear. 

Hail  to  that  morn,  when  all  shall  thus  transpire ! 

Blessed  consummation  !  my  supreme  desire. 


TO  A  LAMB.  11 
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^I^^'AIL,  loveliest  blossom  of  the  Spring, 

il^^     Sweet  little  skipjjing,  liapj^y  thing, 

Young  native  of  the  fleecy  fold, 

Of  modesty  the  living  mould, 

Dear  type  of  gentleness  unfeigned, 

Incarnate  innocence  unstained. 

Bright  symbolising,  as  we  find. 

The  Lamb  who  bled  for  human-kind  ; 

Hence  round  thy  honoured  name  entwine 

Associations  all  divine. 

How  free,  how  unalloyed  indeed 

Thy  gambols  o'er  the  flowery  mead ! 

Unlike  to  me,  with  thee  the  past 

No  sorrows,  no  regrets  o'ercast, 

l^or  fears  the  future  pall  for  thee  : 

How  blessed,  alas  !  compared  with  me ; 

Pleased  with  the  present — it  alone  : 

The  passing  hour  is  all  thy  own  ! 

Ah  !  how  secure,  whate'er  betide, 

Reclining  by  affection's  side. 

Luxuriating,  as  thy  wont, 

At  IS^ature's  bland  maternal  fount ; 

Or  culling  wantonly  the  blade 

Beneath  the  fragrant  hawthorn's  shade. 

Skip  on,  skip  on !  thrice  dear  to  me 

Thy  freaks  and  frolics,  mirth  and  glee, 

Whose  charms  mysterious  soft  impait 
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A  holy  fresliness  to  the  heart, 
Awakin;^  joys  which  else  had  slept, 
As  it'  its  strinf,'s  an  an^'el  swept. 
But,  all!  sweet  eliarining  creature,  here 
How  brief,  how  tieeting  tliy  career  ! 
What  though  the  future  mercy  veil 
What  ills  await,  thee  to  assail, 
IIow  dark  the  hour  that  dooms  indeed 
►Such  innocence  and  bliss  to  bleed  ; 
Ah  !  soon  beneath  the  ruthless  blade 
A  mangled  wreck  shalt  thou  be  laid. 


TO  TITE  nOXOUIJABLE 
COMMISSIONERS  OF  COLDSTliEAM. 

'il^fi/j  OST  honoured,  most  illustrious  band, 
'XYJL'     Our  civic  satraps  !  hat  in  hand, 
Lang  health  to  oxir  commission  grand, 

My  prayer  is  fervent  : 
May  a'  that's  guid  ye  aye  attend, 

Ye're  weel  deservin't. 

Our  hand-waled  few  wlia  Caldstream  mense, 
Tlie  cream  o'  a'  her  wit  and  sense, 
To  flattery  I  hae  nae  pretence, 

Nor  irony ; 
Sae  Heaven  forbid  ye  e'er  offence 

Should  tak  at  me. 
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I  spurn,  I  hate  tliera,  and  abhor, 
And  aye  the  naked  truth  adore  ; 
Hence,  whether  I  may  sink  or  soar. 

My  guid  opinion 
I'll  still  maintain,  damn  and  deplore 

Illv  servile  minion. 

I  glory  in  extolling  merit. 

And  aye  where  praise  is  due  confer  it ; 

A  public,  independent  sjDirit, 

Ye  will  allow. 
Is  just  what  rulers  should  inherit, 

But  mair  sae  you. 

And  farther,  to  adorn  your  station, 
"What  subtle  powers  o'  penetration. 
What  wisdom,  what  discrimination, 

Ye  surely  need, 
Lest  sic  a  dizzy  elevation 

Should  turn  your  head. 

But,  please  your  honours,  dinna  fear, 
Ye  hae  them  a',  and  mair,  I  swear  ; 
As  oracles,  baith  far  and  near. 

Ye  shine  fu*  braw  ; 
But  wi'  a  double  lustre  here, 

Anent  the  law. 

Frae  beds  the  finest  marble  torn, 
E'en  diamonds  frae  Golconda  borne, 
The  purest  gold  that  can  adorn 
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The  monarch's  croAvn, 
To  art  their  charms  they  owe  in  turn ; 
This  a'  maun  own. 

But  vain  for  genius  formal  rules — 
Away  the  drudgery  o'  schools ; 
Ye  ne'er  required  sic  stappin'  stools, 
'Nor  took  sic  pains, 
As  N'ature's  counterfeits  and  fools, 
Tu  rack  your  brains. 

O  why  attempt  the  snaw  to  whiten, 
Or  the  meridian  sun  to  lighten  1 
And  just  as  sure  as  I'm  inditin', 

And  wondrous  silly. 
To  try  the  rainbow's  tints  to  brighten, 

Or  "  paint  the  lily." 

\Vi'  double  reverence  be  it  spoken, 

Cursed  be  the  wretch  that  daurs  to  mock  on, 

Has  Caldstream  no  had  every  token, 

I  need  na  hint  it, 
That  you  by  Xature,  witliout  jokin', 

Jiil  hand  were  minted  t 

But  wae's  me ! — damn  ingratitude, — 
Forgie  my  zeal,  if  reckoned  rude, 
Ye  patriots  for  the  pu>)lic  good, 

Despite  your  pains, 
Stand  still  as  others  aft  hae  stood, 

And  count  your  gains. 
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I  mourn,  alas  !  your  ill-starred  fate, 
E'en  do  your  best,  baith  ear'  and  late ; 
Base  envy,  ignorance  and  bate, 

Will  still  ye  blame  ; 
Your  worth,  your  honour,  underrate. 

And  blast  your  name. 

Ye  stars  in  Caldstream's  moral  sky. 
For  instance,  and  without  a  lie, 
'Twas  but  yestreen  as  I  passed  by, 

I'll  no  saj''  where  ; 
But  had  ye  heard,  oh  lie  !  oh  he  ! 

Their  lingo  there. 

Eneugh,  aye  mair  I  will  engage. 

If,  living,  Moses  to  enrage, 

Or  Matthew  Hale,  your  patron  sage. 

To  heard  sic  crew 
Traduce  our  grand  Commission  stage, 

Till  a'  was  blue. 

Or  Board,  your  Worships,  I'm  mistaken  : 

In  very  wrath  my  nieve  is  shaken — 

*'  What  hae  they  dune,"  they'll  spier,  "  as  makui', 

Humbuggin',  piddlin', 
Teazin'  us,  till  our  souls  are  achin', 

Our  pouches  diddlin'. 

"Was  not  our  toon  as  weel  afore — 
As  trig,  as  clean,  ay,  rather  more] 
Shame  on  the  credit  o'  the  core 
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Wi'  a'  tlieir  poM'er  : 
Lord,  send  us  soon,  we  now  implore, 
A  rattlin'  shower. 

"Commissioners,  what  but  a  name? 
The  Act  a  hoax  let  a'  proclaim, 
A  hell-forged  gibbet  for  their  fame, 

^y  j"ig.  they'll  find  it — 
The  partial  cringing  gang  the  same. 

As  I've  divined  it. 

"  Just  twig  yon  strutting,  harnessed  tool — 
Yon  counter-knighted  fop  and  fool, 
'Side  Winter-face,  wi'  square  and  rule: 

I'd  send  the  ganers 
Aucc  mair  to  Willie's  skelpin'  school, 

To  mend  their  manners." 

Doon  wi'  that  duckdub,  captious  warlin', 
That  hairbrained  imp,  eternal  snarlin'. 
And  blast  yon  cod-head,  drouthy  carlin', 

He's  but  a  blether  ; 
'Twad  suit  him  better,  than  sic  quarr'llin', 

To  rax  his  leather. 

Again,  confound  sic  clitter  clatters; 
What  skill  hae  they  in  burgh  matters  ? 
I'm  sure  they're  saxty  times  your  debtors  ; 

And  by  tlie  Act 
I'd  teach  them  rev'rence  for  their  betters, 

The  lawless  pack. 
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By  a'  that's  giiid,  lay  on  the  rod, 
That  Goldie  swears  ye  gat  frae  God — 
Though  his  opinion  rather  odd 

To  some  appear — 
Yet  never  liick,  till  at  your  nod 

The  devils  fear.  • 

'Tis  aye  the  readiest  way  to  reason, 

When  puir  folk  thus  get  out  o'  season  : 

"  "VYliat  hae  they  dune  V — blasphemy,  treason — 

Yea,  warse  than  that : 
By  Jupiter,  sirs,  if  ye  please,  sune 

I'll  show  them  what. 

"  "What  hae  they  dune  V  what  hae  they  not  1 
What  were  we  ere  the  Act  we  got  1 
Hoo  daur  ye  harbour  sic  a  thought, 

Ye  sons  o'  bitches  ] 
0  base  philanthropy  thy  lot 

Among  sic  wretches. 


'o 


"  What  hae  they  dune  1"  look  through  our  town, 
Syne  ne'er  upon  our  rulers  frown  ; 
How  nice  we're  cribbet  a'  ye'll  own, 

And  paved  and  spooted. 
And  which  our  "  moral  dub  and  loan" 

Sublimely  suited. 

Hence  for  sic  benefits  ilk  lairdie, 
Your  double  thanks  to  them  award  ye  ; 
What  though  they  took  ye  by  the  bairdie 


18  THE  COMMISSIONERS  OF  COLDSTREAM. 

In  fleecing  tussle  1 
'Twas  for  yonr  gnitl :  refuse  lioo  daur  ye 
To  pay  tliG  whistle  ? 

And  mark  tlie  sanitary  air 

Our  streets,  our  lanes,  and  closes  wear ; 

To  slxow  their  vigilance  be  fair, 

Just  tak  a  sample — 
For  "  Zion  Lane  "  ye  needna  care 

As  an  cxam])le. 

Just  tak  our  ain,  our  famous  street, 
Or  e'en  the  new,  as  clean  and  neat — 
Nae  middens  rank  and  file  wc  meet. 

Our  AVTath  to  raise, 
Sae  weel  deservin'  is  the  fleet 

The  meed  o'  praise. 

Again,  nae  mair  in  public  parts 

AVe  peel  our  shanks  o'er  trams  o'  carts, 

"SVhen  social  Lslay  glads  our  hearts, 

And  toil  is  o'er  ; 
I'm  sure,  wi'  a'  our  tackin'  arts, 

They  were  a  bore. 

^'^00  let  your  cart  stand,  if  ye  choose, 
Puir  sinner,  there  when  day  shall  close, 
Syne  Clajvtrap  hauls  ye  by  the  nose, 

Baith  keen  and  crouse  aye- 
Afore  our  Court,  let  Mack  disclose 

Hoo  they  will  souce  ye. 
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Though  gigs  and  coaches  are  excepted, 
'Tis  only  what  may  may  be  expected : 
Let  Justice  ever  be  respected — 

Distinctions  draw — 
"Wliy  should  our  gentles  be  restricted 

By  sic  a  law  1 

A  fig  for  a'  your  worth  and  wit — 
What  will  they  ser'  ye  1  feint  a  wliit ; 
But  first  o'  a'  your  gettin'  get 

The  ready  tin, 
Syne  do  whate'er  ye  may  think  fit — 

Ye  canna  sin. 

Be  up,  be  zealous,  richt  or  wrang, 
Ne'er  mind  their  Pharisaic  slang  : 
What's  conscience  noo  1 — a  parrot's  sang — 

The  legless  mere, 
Ye  ken  the  blunt  will  gaur  her  gang, 

But  gallop  here. 

Wae's  me  for  him,  'neth  j)oortith's  load  ! 
That  essence  o'  the  curse  o'  God  ! 
By  sauut,  by  sinner,  loathed  as  odd — • 

Disdained  and  shunned — 
Till  sheltered  by  the  friendly  sod 

By  devils  dunned. 

That  poverty  wiU  tame  a  bear. 

Let  yon  poor  worthless  wight  declare. 

And  curse  the  leechin'  pranks  o'  Air, 
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And  sich  and  wail 
How  fow  a  dinner  noo  will  spare, 
Or  hear  his  tale. 

Still,  wlia  for  him  can  pity  plead, 
"\Mia  ne'er  yet  sympathised  in  need, 
But  when  a  brother  begged  for  bread, 

He  gave  a  stone  1 
In  his  a  Haman's  doom  we  read, 

And  Justice  own. 

Save  Donaldson,  that  ace  o'  fellows, 
Koo  pechin'  at  the  devil's  bellows, 
Though  merited,  he  missed  the  gallows — 

But  och  nae  mair  ; 
HLs  punLslimcnt,  his  Caiu  looks  teU  us. 

He  scarce  can  bear. 

But  stop,  my  Pegasus  ;  be  wise — 
We  personalities  despise. 
Should  ony  such  here  recognise, 

I  wiU  be  vex't. 
And  tell  him,  if  a  priest,  lie  lies ; 

But  to  our  text. 

And  that  is  gas ;  in  order  right 

It  follows  next,  hail  to  its  light ! 

That  cheers  the  murki(;st  Winter  night. 

To  ane  and  a'; 
Wi'  it,  can  ony  mouthin'  wight 

JN'oo  find  a  flaw  ? 
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Yet  ■will  the  miscreants  loud  compleen, 
Anent  our  bonnie  lamps  at  e'en  ] 
Foul  fa'  your  impudence  and  spleen, 

To  say  they  t^vinkle, 
Like  honest  rulers,  far  atween — 

Fie  !  Mr  Drinkwell. 

Again  my  Muse  her  temper  loses, 
As  she  to  them  your  worth  discloses  : 
O  ye  immortal  virtuoses, 

!Ne'er  mind  their  havers, 
While  common  sense  her  faith  reposes 

On  your  endeavours. 

But  mark  me,  ilk  commissioned  chap, 
I'll  show  ye  lioo  to  shut  their  trap  : 
Ye  hae  a  feather  i'  your  cap, 

Baith  bright  and  trim, 
Point  to  Leet  Green,  I  wad  a  bap, 

'Twill  douce  their  glim. 


c 


Weel  may  ye  do't  wi'  muckle  mense. 
Aye  wi'  unblushin'  confidence, 
There  ony  blockhead  at  a  glance 

"WiU  own  your  merit, 
And  praise  ye,  sirs,  as  men  o'  sense 

And  public  spirit. 

Wliat  was  it  ere  your  reign  began  1 
A  common  lazaret — a  ban — 
A  waste  conveniency  for  man 
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Pui-sued  by  nature, 
When  every  filthy  devil  ran, 

And  needfu'  creature. 

But,  sirs,  ance  mair  I  beg  ye  liear, 
The  question's  delicate  I  fear  ; 
About  the  "ready"  will  they  speer, 

Ye  ken  the  clink ; 
'\\Tiat  right  hae  they  to  interfere, 

Or  e'en  to  think  1 

TVliat  hae  they  dune  wi'  this  and  that, 

Is  really  cuttin't  unco  fat ; 

Hae  they  nae  private  cares,  I  "wat 

And  vouch  anew  ; 
Then  why  should  every  bungling  flat 

Thus  meddle  you  1 

But,  sirs,  I'm  sick  o'  this  effusion, 
Sae  to  your  honour,  in  conclusion, 
I'd  to  the  papers  mak  allusion : 

I  think  it  fit ; 
There  satisfaction  to  profusion 

They'll  yearly  get. 

Hence  now  we  part — shake  liands — "  Guid-day," 
And  lang  may  ye  be  spared,  I  i)ray. 
Our  burgh  sceptre  right  to  sway. 

And  rule  us  a,' 
And  keep  your  enemies  at  bay, 

By  dint  o'  law. 
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'•nff HEEE  is  a  well-spring  ^Nature  kind  discloses 
s-X-j     In  life's  rough  wild  of  sorrow  and  of  care — 
A  green  spot,  where  the  weary  soul  reposes, 
And  innate  loves  and  longs  to  linger  there. 

'Tis  there  the  balmy  vernal  dews  of  heaven 
Soft  on  the  heart  in  native  freshness  fall ; 

An  impulse  sacred  to  its  powers  is  given, 
And  moral  Sjiring  fair  blossoms  over  all. 

There  peace,  content,  and  love  united  flourish 
Beneath  the  sun  of  freedom's  genial  glow  ; 

The  social  joys,  the  feelings  there  we  cherish, 
That  hallowed  scene  endear  to  all  below. 

There  is  a  balm  for  every  wound,  a  pleasure 
For  every  pain,  a  smile  for  every  tear. 

Despite  of  honour  and  of  countless  treasure  : 
Unblessed  the  bosom  it  hath  ceased  to  cheer. 

When  absent,  deej^  in  pleasing  recollection 
We  feel  it  daily  magic'lly  enshrined  ; 

Wlaile  soft  a  thousand  tendrils  of  affection 
By  angel  hands  around  it  seem  entwined. 
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Dear  source  of  many  a  sigh  and  sweet  sensation, 
Thougli  to  the  strange  and  giddy  world  unknown, 

Touched  by  thy  magnet,  fond  imagination 
In  rapture  kindles  at  thy  name  alone — 

In  fairy  dreams  revisits,  and  retraces 

That  blessed  abode  where  kindred  spirits  dwell, 
There  scans  with  gladness  the  familiar  faces 

Of  those  who  love  and  ever  wish  us  well 

Charmed  with  the  well-knoma  music  of  their  voices, 
And  there,  as  wonted  with  the  social  few, 

The  spell-bound  soul  re-mingles  and  rejoices, 
The  past  with  all  its  pleasures  to  renew. 

In  vain  we  ramble,  other  realms  exploring, 

To  find  a  like  Elysian  retreat : 
There  gems  of  joy  are  but  for  others  flow'ring, 

And  cold  at  best  the  sj-mpathy  we  meet. 

O  hallowed  truths!  acknowledged  and  conceded 
By  saint,  by  savage,  wheresoe'er  we  roam, 

For,  ah  !  that  lovely  scene,  how  hardly  need  it 
Be  told,  my  fellow-traveller,  is  home  ! 
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ODE  TO  THE  DEITY. 

^]/%!lI !  mystery  of  mysteries  art  Thou  ; 
3^jfi>     Perplexing  problem,  enigma  of  all, 

Thought  struggling  labours  from  her  mine  to  call 
Of  Thee  conceptions  adequate  in  vain, 

In  whom  all  intellect  is,  as  when  faU 
Into  the  boundless  ocean  drops  of  rain  ; 

Unseen  by  mortal  eye  art  Thou  alone, 

"Whom  we  call  God,  but  little  more  is  known. 

To  the  great  law  of  causes  and  effects. 
Of  all  existence  we  our  knowledge  owe, 
And  from  that  principle  we  reasoning  show, 

Intuitively,  whence  aU  things  first  began  ; 
But  Thou  the  grand  exception  art,  we  know  ; 

Before  all  time,  and  Nature's  mighty  plan, 
Thou  ever  wert,  and  shalt  for  ever  be — 
Pa.st,  present,  future,  are  alike  with  Thee. 

Beneath  Thy  august  and  eternal  throne 

All  is  vicissitude  and  ceaseless  change  ; 

But  no  commotions  nor  events  derange 
Thy  schemes  and  counsels,  hallow'd  be  Thy  name ! 

For  Thou  alone  remainest,  passing  strange, 
From  age  to  age,  immutably  the  same — 

The  ever-blessed  God,  in  whom  unite 

All  rectitude,  perfection  infinite. 
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At  Thy  almighty  and  omnific  word 

Tliis  vast  stupendous  universe  arose  ; 

Thy  power  sustains  it,  and  Thou  canst  dispose 
<  >f  all  at  will,  amt'uahle  to  none. 

Thy  dread  ojnnipotence  what  can  oppose  1 
As  dust  all  nations  hy  Thy  breath  arc  bloAvn  : 

Ten  thousand  ministers  of  vengeance  stand, 

Oljsunuious  waiting  thy  supreme  command. 

Thou  hidd'st  the  thunders  roll,  the  lightnings  glenm. 
Commissioned  whom  to  smite,  and  whom  to  save ; 
"Wliile  storms  and  tempests  desolate  and  rave, 

Or  sink  in  slumbers  at  Thy  a\vful  nod  ; 

Earth  trembling  ya^v^ls,  an  all-engulphing  grave. 

And  melt  the  mountains  at  Thy  touch,  0  God  : 
Thou  King  of  kings,  dread  Potentate  Divine, 
All  rule  and  power  in  earth  and  heaven  are  Tliine  T 

Unnumbered  orbs,  launched  from  Thy  puissant  hand, 
Their  mystic  flights  in  harmony  pursue, 
In  beaming  lustre  through  the  trackless  blue. 

Obeying  gloriously  Thy  high  liehest ; 

Ethereal  shrines,  which  ne'er  pollution  knew, 

All  gay  with  life,  with  bliss  unmingled  blcss'd. 
Where  all  acknowledge,  homage,  and  adore, 
Thy  might,  dominion,  glory,  evermore. 

Life  of  all  life,  rpiintessence  underived, 
"Wliose  vital  energy  in  all  we  trace. 
The  earth,  the  ocean,  and  the  depths  of  space 

Thy  presence  mirror  bright  to  every  eye  : 
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No  thought,  volition,  action,  state,  or  place, 
Eludes  Thy  deep  omniscient  scrutiny. 
All  eye,  all  ear,  all  intellect,  sublime, 
Pervading  all  eternity  and  time. 

Alone  in  holiness,  in  justice,  truth. 

Above  conception,  and  beyond  all  praise, 
Yet  Nature's  tacit  eloquence  betrays 

Thy  love  and  mercy,  vigilance  and  care  ; 
Embracing  all,  in  endless  forms  and  ways, 

Unwearied  and  impartial,  everpvhere — 
Seen  in  the  mite,  as  man  and  angel  clear, 
Bright  in  the  atom  as  the  rolling  sphere. 

But  what  am  I,  to  merit  thy  regard  ] 
A  worm,  an  insect,  into  being  brought 
But  yesterday  ;  to-morrow  gone  ;  forgot 

Quite  by  the  world,  as  if  I  ne'er  had  been  ; 
Guilty,  polluted,  vile  in  deed  and  thought, 

Debased  and  wretched,  and  deformed  by  sin, 
A  sullied  miniature  of  pristine  worth  : 
Compared  with  Thee,  a  nothing  upon  earth. 

StUl  I  am  something,  which  Thy  notice  claims. 
And  shares  Thy  sjonpathy,  divine  and  pure  : 
From  day  to  day  Thy  mercies  still  endure. 

For  oh  !  Thy  name  and  nature,  God,  are  love  ! 
In  me  Thy  spirit  breathes  an  earnest  sure, 

Of  joys  immortal  in  the  realms  above  ; 

Hence,  guide  me  by  Thy  truth  where'er  I  stray. 
Till  freed  my  soul  shall  thither  wing  her  way  ! 
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TO  A  SNOWDROP. 

EGAIN  the  opening  year  I  sing, 
ILiil,  lovely  harbinger  of  Spring  ! 
Emerging  from  thy  tomb  again, 
Precursor  of  the  floral  train, 
Tliou  seem'st  impatient  of  delay. 
Come,  "welcome  stranger,  come  away. 
Tliy  sj)otless  robes  of  snowy  white, 
How  Joulily  grateful  to  the  sight  ! 
\Vliat  intellect,  what  art,  and  power 
Are  miniatured  in  thee,  sweet  flower, 
To  all  proclaiming,  as  they  shine, 
An  Artist  glorious  and  divine  1 
Unlike  the  rude  attempts  of  man. 
The  closer  we  thy  structure  scan, 
Tlie  more  thy  symmetry  and  grace, 
And  native  loveliness,  we  trace. 
And  feel  the  soul  instinctive  rise 
"With  admiration  and  surprise 
At  thy  revival  from  the  dust, 
O  hallowed  emblem  of  the  just ! 
In  robes  unborrowed  though  attired. 
And  by  no  toil  of  thine  acquired. 
Yet,  ah !  fair  gem,  thy  charms  deride 
The  garish  glare  of  human  pride  : 
And  how  obscure  thou  lov'st  to  bloom, 
"With  drooping  head,  here  o'er  thy  tomb  I 
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Young,  unassuming  modest  birtli, 

Bright  image  of  retiring  worth, 

All  truly  may  behold  in  thee 

A  model  of  humility. 

But,  ah  !  frail  evanescent  thing, 

Thy  mortal  hour  is  on  the  wing  ; 

Soon  shalt  thou  languish  and  decay, 

And  all  thy  sweetness  pass  away  ; 

The  very  spot  where  thou  hast  blown, 

Shall  be  forgotten  and  unknown; 

Tliy  room  shall  others  soon  supply, 

Like  thee  to  flourish,  fade,  and  die. 

Alas  !  sad  prototype  of  fate 

Of  man,  e'en  in  his  best  estate — 

How  brief,  how  fleeting  his  career  ! 

What  are  we  1     "Wandering  exiles  here. 

A  few  more  petty  ills  endured, 

A  few  more  tears  of  sorrow  poured, 

Then  vain  to  tarry  here  our  trust ; 

Forth  flies  the  fiat,  "  dust  to  dust ;" 

Whate'er  in  life  has  been  our  lot — 

All  then  is  gone,  and  all  forgot ; 

But  though  thou  here  a  wreck  must  fall. 

Yet  in  the  grave  how  short  thy  thrall ! 

Spring  shall  again  to  thee  return, 

But  when  shall  Spring  dawn  on  the  urn? 

There  must  its  tenants  slumbering  lie 

TOl  Time,  and  Death,  and  nature  die — 

Till  the  last  trumpet,  loud  and  shrill, 

Shall  rouse  us  with  its  awful  thrill. 
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TO  THE  ^lEMORY  OF  JAXET  MUIK 

EXD  oil  is  such  lier  sacred  spot  of  rest ! 
llaiik  waves  the  grass,  and  wild  the  nettle 
grows : 
No  stone  records  the  memory  of  the  blessed, 

Nor  where  her  sainted  ashes  now  repose. 
Obscure  in  life,  as  in  the  grave  obscure, 
Alone  the  vale  of  poverty  she  trod — 
Her  only  stay  and  refuge  was  her  God, 
VTho  gave  her  at  the  cross  an  earnest  sure  : 
Her  all  through  it  for  ever  was  secure — 
The  wish  supreme  and  puri)Ose  of  her  soul. 

Friend  of  my  earlier  and  my  happier  years, 
0  can  I  e'er  forget  her  Christian  worth  ? 

Her  love,  her  care  and  kindness,  hopes  and  fears 
Regarding  me,  what  words  can  shadow  forth  1 

But  treasured  all  and  hallowed  in-  the  heart, 
As  jewels  fundly  cherished  are  they  there 
With  all  the  keenness  of  the  miser's  care. 

And  all  the  reverence  of  the  filial  part 

From  native  gratitude  ;  and  0  the  smart 

"Which  wrung  this  bosom  as  wo  took  farewell ! 

Dark,  hapless,  and  portentous  seemed  that  hour  I 
But  why  the  dead  in  Jesus  hopeless  mourn  ? 

All  hail.  Religion's  sorrow !  soothing  power — 
Faith  fond  anticipates  her  sure  return, 
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And  nature  proves  and  jiledges  it  to  all : 

Yes,  soon  to  life  and  glory  must  she  wake — 
Like  the  bright  butterfly  the  tomb  forsake. 
From  every  stain  and  imperfection  free, 
With  all  the  faithful  in  the  grave  that  be — 
Then  shall  we  meet — but  meet  to  part  no  more. 
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•;^rIR,  give  attention  to  my  wondrous  tde; 

•jK^    To  tickle  and  amuse  it  cannot  fail. 

But  pity  him  whose  weakness  you  shall  see 

With  mercy  treated  to  the  last  degree. 

Throughout  the  sequel  of  this  truthful  story, 

About  a  Barber,  and  his  way  to  glory. 

Long  had  he  mowed  the  chin  and  cropped  the  hair, 

And  dressed  the  wig  and  ringlets  of  the  fair ; 

But  scant  the  beards  grew,  by  his  vote  to  those 

Whom  common  sense  has  stamped  as  common  foes. 

While  for  the  vote  some  said  this  man  of  soap 

Received  the  price  of  many  a  hairy  crop  ; 

And  now,  in  spite  of  Fortune  and  of  Fame, 

Of  sullied  honour  and  an  honest  name, 

Aspiring  still,  determined  yet  to  try 

Some  other  shift  when  passed  the  clamour  by. 

His  son,  a  genius  wonderful,  profound. 

Whose  powers  astonished  all  the  country  round, 
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He  sent  for  three  months  to  a  neighbouring  town, 

To  test  liis  talents  and  belie  the  clown  ; 

For  some  him  measured,  by  this  ancient  nile — 

His  father's  silly,  "  Dick  "  must  be  a  fool ; 

And  I  for  one,  I  frankly  must  confess, 

'No  head  e'er  saw  to  warrant  his  success, 

For  by  plirenology  it  was  too  plain 

The  fellow  wanted  full  three-fourths  of  brain. 

The  fact  to  prove,  home  came  ere  three  montlus  run, 

A  bungling  souter,  as  the  Barber's  son. 

The  hair-brained  shaver  thought  this  botch  comidete, 

And  took  for  talent  empty  self-conceit ; 

Then  by  he  threw  the  razor  and  the  pan, 

Swearing  he  ne'er  would  shave  another  man  ; 

And  now  at  last  two  l)lockheads  did  unite, 

"Who  scarcely  knew  their  left  hand  from  their  right. 

To  murder  hides,  in  "  brogues  "  to  push  a  trade, 

Which  oft  have  cursed  the  hands  that  had  them  made. 

Still  Fortune  on  these  humbugs  seemed  to  flow, 

For  many  did  their  patronage  bestow. 

Forgetting  merit,  and  to  justice  blind, 

Gulled  by  the  "  hand-waded,"  silly  of  mankind. 

Yet  Mr  Clutchall  would  not  be  content, 

But  still  on  novelty  his  mind  was  bent. 

Another  change  this  brainless  dupe  desired, 

Tliough  void  of  every  quality  required, 

Yet  thought  himself  a  nonsuch,  and  complete 

For  anything  by  blasting  self-conceit. 

At  last  he  dreamed  a  fountain  opened  wide 

To  slake  his  selfish  thirst,  and  aid  his  pride ; 
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For  now  a  Lord,  of  ancestors  renowned 
In  Scotia's  tale,  for  martial  deeds  profound, 
A  butler  wanted,  qualified  and  skilled. 
And  none  but  adepts  proffers  were  to  yield  ; 
Yet  be  resolved  an  offer,  too,  to  make, 
For  hell  he'd  ransack  for  a  butler's  sake. 
Presumptuous  model,  ignorant  and  blind, 
With  shallow  reason,  and  benighted  mind. 
Long  known  to  many  as  a  standing  fool, 
The  public's  jest,  and  of  their  sport  the  tool ; 
That  he  was  fit,  or  any  way  endowed 
In  soul  or  body,  never  one  allowed  ; 
But  in  the  face  of  all  these  truths  declared, 
This  sneaking  and  audacious  ninny  dared; 
With  face  unblushing,  made  of  triple  brass. 
To  push  his  frenzy  more  to  prove  the  ass. 
And  having  kissed  his  '*  rib  "  at  eight  that  morn, 
Who  blushed  consent,  then  quick  he  did  adorn 
His  haggard  figure  with  his  Sunday's  best, 
With  shooting-coat,  white  hat,  and  stripped  vest. 
White  inexpressibles,  and  shining  shoes, 
Hop,  step,,  and  leap,  he  ran  to  learn  the  news — • 
If  any  rival  had  made  application. 
And  make  his  own,  high  flushed  with  expectation. 
Now  having  reached  the  mansion  of  the  great, 
And  ushered  in  by  one  in  menial  state ; 
Then  for  the  Butler  shortly  he  inquired, 
Who  came,  and  with  him  to  the  hall  retired  ; 
When  seated  both  and  compliments  dispensed. 
The  fool  romantic  thus  his  tale  commenced  : — 
c 
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"  His  Lonlsliip  quickly,  sir,  I  wisli  to  see  ; 

^ly  mission's  urgent — bring  him  now  to  me." 

"  His  Lordship,  sir,"  tlie  Lutler  then  aven-ed, 

"  Is  scarcely  up  ;  by  coming  soon  you  erred. 

He  can't  be  seen  before  the  hour  of  two  ; 

Come,  take  a  pinch,  and  tell  me  what  is  new. 

"We've  been  acquainted  now  for  many  years, 

"Why  look  so  blunt  ?   you  seem  oppressed  with  feai-s  ; 

As  physiognomy  in  all  mankind 

Betrays  the  ruling  passions  of  the  mind." 

At  last  our  hero,  who  all  fear  denied. 

But  with  his  abrupt  flippancy  replied, 

"  You  say  his  Lordship  now  I  cannot  see  ; 

I  am  in  haste,  and  quickly  otf  must  be : 

Another  visit  soon  to  him  I'll  pay — 

My  news  shall  be  forthcoming  on  that  day. 

But  since  you  press  so  hard  to  hear  my  news, 

Point  blank,  I'll  tell  you,  judge  then  as  you  choose  ; 

But  do  not  think  me  in  the  least  absurd, 

And  to  his  Lordship  for  me  drop  a  word. 

I  heard  that  you  your  office  had  resigned, 

Hence  for  such  honour  now  I  feel  inclined  ; 

Of  which  my  delicate  and  handsome  wife, 

Fair  smiling  blossom,  comfort  of  my  life, 

Approved,  and  kindly  gave  me  her  consent ; 

Though  neighljours  laughed,  and  wondered  how  I  went, 

And  flung  their  snow-balls  after  me  afar, 

"With  cursed  intent  my  good  design  to  mar, 

Calling  me  weak  and  silly  with  much  pains. 

As  if  they  took  the  measure  of  my  brams  ; 
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These  tliey  denied,  and  swore  my  eyes  and  brow 
Bespoke  the  idiot,  and  they  well  knew  how. 
Heaped  on  me  insult  with  the  tongue  of  scorn, 
Calling  me  nick-names,  shocking  to  be  borne. 
Enough  to  vex  a  saint,  inflame  a  sage. 
Provoke  their  ire,  and  rouse  the  dead  to  rage  : 
More  than  would  try  the  patience  of  a  Job, 
This  ridicule  unmeasured  of  the  mob 
Would  wake  the  Avrath  of  Moses  meek  and  mild, 
Much  more  a  barber  madden  and  drive  wild. 
But,  sir,  you  know  that  I'm  accomplished  well, 
Perhaps  much  better  than  I  now  can  tell ; 
You  know  his  Lordship  I  can  soap  and  shave 
With  expedition  and  deportment  grave, 
And  dress  his  cranium  when  it  stands  in  need, 
On  shortest  notice  Avith  the  greatest  speed; 
The  boots  and  shoes  the  son  will  make  and  mend, 
None  can  them  better  do,  you  may  depend. 
His  clothes  to  keep  I'll  take  the  greatest  pains  ; 
But  you  mi;st  show  me  to  erase  the  stains 
And  spots  of  grease,  or  wine,  or  drops  of  oil, 
That  oft  the  tablecloth  and  linen  soil. 
The  silver-plate  and  glasses  well  I'll  keep — 
l^one  knows  the  good  his  Lordship  then  will  reap. 
The  wines  to  sort,  you  know  I've  got  the  brain. 
For  well  I  know  both  Claret  and  Champagne  ; 
I'll  keep  the  liquors  with  a  saving  hand, 
A  leader  being  of  that  worthy  band. 
The  Barbers'  Royals,  to  their  colours  true. 
And  like  their  noble  president,  true  blue, 
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Backbone  Teetotallers,  eternal  foes 

Of  every  potion,  save  the  stream  tliat  flows. 

I>ut  should  my  creed  here  any  diti'erence  mako, 

My  pledge  I'll  swaUovv  gladly,  for  its  sake, 

Kenounce  the  sect,  and  deprecate  their  zeal. 

Though  in  their  eyes  my  ruin  1  should  seal. 

The  last  accomplishment  I  now  shall  state — 

Oh  give  attention  while  I  it  relate — 

It  is  then,  sir,  that  I  excel  in  prayer. 

As  every  Sunday  morning  I  repair. 

In  hnste  and  zeal,  to  meet  the  pious  few, 

And  to  receive  the  merit  wliich  is  due 

To  such  vinheard-of  talents,  gifts,  and  grace, 

My  loving  labours  in  that  sacred  place. 

I  am  '  a  burning  and  a  shining  light ' 

Among  my  neighbours,  sunk  in  deepest  night. 

My  league-sj)un  prayers  and  graces  of  a  mile. 

Prove  me  all  worthy  of  my  Author's  smile ; 

But  even,  sir,  while  at  the  throne  of  grace, 

!My  dearest  wish  was  oft  the  Butler's  place  ; 

This  phrase  for  blessing,  oft  could  I  have  said — 

This,  oh  for  this,  I  secret  liomage  paid  ! 

Yet  should  this  canting  of  the  praying  kind 

Awake  objections  in  your  honest  mind, 

I'll  give  it  over,  and  my  stand  I'll  take 

Among  the  fash'nables,  for  interest's  sake. 

Kought,  sir,  shall  stand  between  my  God  and  me  ; 

My  soul's  desire  's  a  butler  now  to  be. 

This  I  declare  in  boldness,  without  fear — 

Behold  as  proof  my  wish-expressing  tear." 
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The  Barber  done,  the  Butler  now  replied — 

"  You're  surely  mad  ;  it  cannot  be  denied, 

Like  you  a  fool  accomplished  and  upright, 

A  finished  novice  never  met  my  sight. 

What  you  inspired,  or,  rather,  thus  misled. 

And  with  such  frenzy  crammed  your  vacant  head  ? 

You  must  confess,  and  own  you  surely  must. 

The  people's  censure  and  their  views  were  just. 

With  all  they  said  I  frankly  acquiesce. 

For  you  I  feel  not,  neither  can  redress  ; 

Puffed  up  with  arrogance  and  vain  conceit, 

You  thought  your  hopes  would  full  fruition  meet. 

Presumptuous  oaf,  what  may  I  call  you  not  ! 

The  maddest  barber  ever  was  begot ; 

For  if  you  had  one  grain  of  common  sense. 

Could  ever  you  have  come  on  this  pretence  1 

That  you  are  qualified  I  much  dispute, 

And  flat  deny  as  butler  you  will  suit. 

Who  would  a  blockhead  trust  with  such  a  place  ? 

Your  very  name  his  Lordship  would  disgrace  ; 

Hence  Heaven  forbid  I  thus  should  be  so  blind, 

Now  to  insult  a  master  good  and  kind, 

By  recommending  such  a  turncoat  cool, 

A  crazy  barber,  fanatic,  and  fool. 

And  blame  me  not,  my  hero  bold  and  brave — 

Well  you  deserve  this  dry  and  soapless  shave." 

Up  spoke  the  Barber — "  Please  your  censure  spare  : 

Such  pointed  insult  well  I  cannot  bear  ; 

For  on  a  Barber's  solemn  asseveration, 

I  never  shared  like  grief  and  defamation. 
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And  has  a  sliaver,  sir,  of  my  degree, 

The  smaUest  right  thus  to  insulted  be  ? 

Mind  who  I  am — the  ground  wliereon  you  stand — 

Dread  my  resentment,  and  beware  my  hand. 

I'm  sure  my  story  calmly  did  I  tell  ! 

"Whence  this  abuse — this  dialect  of  hell — 

This  pungent  ridicule  with  such  di.^dain, 

Enough  to  drive  this  occult  head  insane, 

About  a  project  reasonable  and  right — 

Fruit  of  intelligence  and  genius  bright  1 

Praiseworthy,  honourable,  profoundly  just, 

The  scion  of  no  base,  avaricious  lust. 

Which  I  abhor,  and  ever  must  declaim, 

For,  told  the  truth,  none  with  it  can  me  blame. 

I  am  a  barber  of  a  nobler  kind  ; 

Stern  foe  of  mammon  is  my  worthy  mind  ; 

Presumption,  arrogance,  conceit  and  pride, 

Are  qualities  I  innately  deride  ; 

But  meek  and  humble,  grave,  and  choked  with  grace, 

Moved  with  a  tender  feeling  for  our  race, 

Possessed  of  pathos  deep  for  human  woe — 

Though  all  deny  in  me  this  generous  glow — 

Uut  known  to  Avretchedness  and  homeless  need. 

For  oft  the  hungry  tender  would  I  feed. 

The  cause  I  knew  not  often  I  out  sought, 

And  Destitutions  blessing  found  me  out. 

Self-praise  I  spurn,  and  speak  the  naked  truth, 

And  vile  hypocrisy  detest,  forsooth. 

In  me  it  is  not  e'er  to  play  the  rogue. 

Though  contradicted  much  by  my  physog — 


TALE  OF  A  BARBER.  39 

So  mucli  the  case  that  thousands  flat  deny- 
All  this  as  false,  and  rudely  it  decry. 
But  since  my  pleading  with  you  seems  in  vain, 
From  further  statements  now  I  will  refrain. 
You  seem  determined  nothing  here  to  do 
My  scheme  to  aid,  and  realise  my  view  ; 
I'll  see  my  Lord  myself  another  day, 
And  state  my  wishes — hear  what  he  will  say. 
He  is  a  man  who  will  behave  more  civil 
Than  you,  ye  scandalous,  domineering  devil." 
To  quash  the  quarrel,  and  no  more  provoke, 
The  Butler  ended  thus  the  well-known  joke — 
"  See,  there's  my  hand,  hence  doubly  be  insured 
That  yesterday,  in  fact,  my  Lord  procured 
A  butler  fit,  possessed  of  every  grace, 
Else  sure  would  I  bespoke  for  you  the  place. 
You've  been  too  long,  and  have  this  opening  missed, 
Hence  for  the  present  must  you  now  desist ; 
But  mind  the  future,  for  you  sure  will  shine 
A  star  of  magnitude  yet  in  our  line." 
Pleased  grew  the  Barber,  and  him  bade  "  Good-day  ;"' 
But,  disappointed,  homeward  found  his  way, 
To  tell  his  sorrows  to  the  feeling  wife, 
And  mourn  this  hapless  crisis  of  his  life ; 
To  bear  the  censure,  mock,  and  cutting  jest, 
Till  time,  in  mercy,  set  the  fray  at  rest. 
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ADDEESS  TO  A  TIIJJUNIL 

•vQf'ING  on,  sweet  minstrel  of  tlie  wood  and  grove  ! 
•!K3'     Enslirined,  as  wonted,  in  thy  towering  plain  ; 
With  ravislie(^l  ear  I  hail  thy  artless  strain 
Of  soul-inspiring  symphony  and  love. 
Would  that  this  cold  and  callous  heart  of  mine 
Glowed  with  instinctive  ])raise  like  that  of  thine  1 

Sing  on,  thou  lovely  Thrush  !  tliy  heart  is  liglit ; 
No  dark  forebodings  nor  regret  are  there  : 
Rapt  in  the  present,  while  no  rankling  care 
Conspires  thy  vocal  melody  to  blight ; 
Unlike  the  wretch  assailed  Ijy  guilt  and  fears — 
His  songs  are  sighs,  his  scene  "  a  vale  of  tears." 

Sing  on,  my  favourite  of  the  powers  of  song, 
Thrice  dear  remembrancer  of  otlier  days. 
Of  other  joys  and  feelings,  which  thy  lays 
In  fond  imagination  yet  prolong  ! 
Ah,  then,  sweet  Thrush,  like  thine,  my  heart  was 

young, 
Bounding  and  free,  with  love  and  gladness  strung. 

Sing  on,  my  loved  one!  how  the  bosom  sighs; 
What  chords  are  there  still  tangible  by  thee, 
Those  slumbering  memories  endeared  to  me, 

Death-blasted  hopes,  and  friendship's  broken  ties ; 
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Thy  powers  awake,  renew,  and  knit  once  more, 
And  scenes  recall  I  fondly  trod  of  yore. 

Sing  on,  thou  soft  magician  of  the  heart ! 
Who  points  the  tube  at  thee  with  evil  eye, 
May  vengeance  seize  him,  pity  spurn  his  cry; 
The  callous  miscreant,  cursed  be  his  art. 
Humanity  responds  her  sad  Amen  : 
And  now  adieu  ! — perchance  we  meet  again. 


»  ON  THE 

DEATH  OF  CHARLES  MARJORIBANKS,  Esq., 
M.P.  FOR  BERWICKSHIRE. 

Tll^lPlflME  swift  on  noiseless  pinions  steals  away, 
«lJ^      Seasons  revolve,  and  years  to  years  succeed  ; 
All  here  is  shadow — change,  and  dark  decay, 
Death-claimed  and  crested,  to  the  tomb  but  lead. 

Ah,  what  is  life  ? — a  breath — a  sigh — a  dream  ! 

Brief  as  the  twinkling  dewdrop  of  the  morn. 
Its  pleasures  hollow,  luring  though  they  seem — 

But  pluck  the  rose,  you  with  it  have  the  thorn. 

Its  chequered  comforts  one  by  one  retire. 
Leaving  the  heart  the  sport  of  blasting  care  ; 

While  brighest  hopes  are  born  but  to  expire, 
As  flames  the  meteor  to  dissolve  in  air. 
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Au(l  wliat  is  wealtli,  -with  all  her  pomp  and  powur  } 
A  flickfring  phantom  or  a  gilded  toy ; 

Ilouiiur  tlie  foible  of  the  fleeting  hour — 
A  breatli  can  make  it,  or  a  breatli  destroy. 

Where  now  the  star,  which  dazzled  but  of  late 
In  living  lustre  ]  hath  it  ceased  to  glow  ] 

AnothtT  sliaft  of  all-devouring  fate 

Has  laid  a  county's  fondled  prospects  low. 

Hallowed,  alas  !  and  honoured  be  his  name  ; 

Brief,  brave,  and  patriotic  his  career ; 
'Neatli  freedom's  colours  in  the  field  of  fame 

He  foiled  her  foes,  and  championed  every  fear. 

"Wliile  on  that  ever  memorable  day, 

'Mid  pealing  plaudits  to  his  native  Lees, 

The  palm  of  glory  bore  he  proud  away — 

Advance  with  coiuage  fluttering  in  the  breeze. 

High  swelled  the  music  ;  banded  round  him  run, 
His  boast,  the  Coldstream  Guards,  to  honour  true; 

A  brighter  triumph,  shared  both  sire  and  son, 
Then  ere  Vespasian  and  a  Titus  knew. 

0  life's  glad  moments,  transient  at  the  best, 

Those  thrilling  scenes,  alas  !  where  are  they  now? 

For  shouts  are  sighs,  from  leaden  hearts  exprest, 
And  sorrow  palls  the  smile  on  every  brow. 

While  from  the  hearts  of  the  infirm  and  poor. 
What  incensed  tributes  to  his  worth  ascend  ! 
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Through  generations  shall  his  fame  endure, 
As  their  munificent  and  nameless  friend. 

Of  harps  which  sleep  in  Lethe  yet  unstrung, 
Reserved  to  charm  a  race  of  other  days ; 

Bards  yet  unborn  shall  give  each  chord  a  tongue. 
And  crown  his  viiiues  with  immortal  praise. 


THE  CEEATIOK 

^  SUPPLICATE  not  here  those  powers  of  thine, 

^     My  Muse,  immortal  Clio,  to  inspire ; 

But  the  grand  hero  of  my  theme  divine, 

May  He  alone  now  string  my  Epic  lyre, 

And  touch  my  lips  with  coals  of  living  fire, 

Erom  His  own  altar,  that  it  may  be  mine, 

Though  but  of  yesterday,  to  image  forth 

His  majesty  eternal,  and  adore 

The  peerless  glories  of  Infinite  Power. 

Stupendous  enigma,  o'erwhelming  thought. 
Ere  yet  Time's  sapping  streams  began  to  flow, 
And  Nature  into  being  first  Avas  brought, 
Ere  lighted  was  yon  sun,  or  learned  to  glow, 
Six  thousand  changeful  misty  years  ago. 
O'er  the  eternal  barren  womb  of  nought. 
The  Sovereign  Omnipotent  I  Am 
His  golden  rod  forth  stretched,  at  His  decree 
Emerged  the  elements  of  all  that  be. 
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Ill  darkness  MTapt,  this  void-suspended  world 
A  heterogeneous  m.oss  still  slumbering  lay, 
O'er  which  the  empyreal  essence  hovering  hurled 
Fortli  by  His  fiat  fii-st  the  gladdening  day, 
A  word, — its  new-liorn  beams  liegan  to  play, 
And  night's  cimraerian  curtains  next  were  furled, 
Which  the  Omnific,  witli  approving  smile 
Of  wisdom  and  comi)lacency,  surveyed, 
In  all  the  pomp  of  majesty  arrayed. 

Above  the  dread  terraqueous  profound, 

By  His  imperial  and  supreme  behest, 

Heaven's  azure  canopy  next  rose  around, 

"With  fleecy  clouds  bright  mantling  o'er  its  breast, 

Beneath  whose  silvery  fantastic  crest 

Aquatic  treasures  secretly  He  bound. 

Young  vestal  Nature  subsequent  to  nurse, 

By  their  resuscitating  genial  powers, 

In  bland  libations  of  distilling  showers. 


'o 


At  His  primordial  and  august  command 

The  liquid  element  obsequious  rolled; 

Next  to  its  grand  receptacle  tlie  land. 

A  spongy,  sinking  labyrinth  of  mould, 

"With  bosom  unprolitic  yet  and  cold. 

Arose  beneath  His  talismanic  hand, 

"Wliich  with  a  vernal  flinvery  robe  He  flushed, 

And  hence  with  trees  and  slirubs  adorned  profuse, 

"With  properties  their  kinds  to  reproduce. 
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Again  announced  that  high  and  holy  One, 
Who  filleth  all  eternity  and  time, 
Let  there  be  lights — their  radiant  beams  be  thrown 
The  fairy  Avorld  across  from  clime  to  clime; 
Then  by  his  power  all  glorious  and  sublime, 
Synclironous  with  His  will  forth  glowing  shone, 
The  sun  the  day,  the  moon  the  night  to  rule, 
Unnumbered  orbs  of  ether  burning  bright 
Proclaimed  in  silent  eloquence  His  might. 

Beneath  of  His  omniscient  eye  the  glance, 
As  paramountly  good  thus  all  arose, 
Still  farther  still  His  glory  to  advance, 
Eternal  goodness  all  benignly  chose 
Anew  His  godlike  wonders  to  disclo  se, 
By  his  anomalous  munificence, 
In  lavishly  with  life  repleting  all: 
Whose  multifarious  infinite  displays 
Defy  conception  and  transcend  all  praise. 

He  spoke,  the  liquid  fathomless  abyss 

Its  finny  nations  at  His  mandate  poured, 

While  by  that  all-creative  power  of  His, 

0  mystery,  and  ne'er  to  be  explored  ! 

With  being  gay  the  ambient  vast  He  stored, 

To  revel  there  in  liberty  and  bliss. 

Which  glorious  with  His  benediction  bland, 

As  good  He  crowned,  and  hence  on  all  enjoined 

To  propagate  and  multiply  their  kind. 
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Thougli  by  Ilis  wisdom  ami  unrivalled  might, 
Their  spangk-d  splendours  bright  the  heavena 

displayed, 
Though  earth  unfolded  then  unknown  to  blight, 
Her  scenes  in  ])risline  loveliness  arrayed, 
Still  a  desideratum  all  betrayed: 
None  from  immortal  Reason's  hallowed  light 
Could  yet  appreciate,  enjoy,  or  love, 
Nor  homage  yet,  at  Nature's  holy  shrine. 
Her  universal  Architect  Divine. 

Hence  to  supply  in  being's  endless  chain 

That  link  essential  of  unvalued  worth — 

To  perfect  all,  and  gloriously  maintain 

A  moral  sympathy  'tween  heaven  and  earth, 

Man  the  eternal  Triune  summoned  forth, 

Immaculate,  to  life  without  a  stain, 

"With  conscious  innocence  supremely  blessed — 

Who,  while  through  Eden's  fragrant  bowers  he  trod, 

Reflected  bright  the  image  of  his  God. 

Who  then  amid  the  joys  ecstatic  there 
Himself  by  daily  intercourse  revealed, 
To  him  the  honoured  fondling  of  his  care, 
Heaven  consecrated  and  divinely  sealed, 
As  Nature's  holy  high- priest,  and  to  wield 
Over  all  life  on  earth,  in  sea,  and  air ; 
To  him  the  sceptre  of  all  power  he  gave, 
His  food,  his  raiment,  copious  to  supply, 
And  every  want  and  wii>h  to  gratify. 
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Thus  consuimnated,  the  stupendous  whole 

Appeared  as  supereminently  good  ; 

Harmonious,  owning  all  the  grand  control 

Of  boundless  knowledge,  skill,  and  rectitude, 

Which,  when  adoring  seraphs  had  reviewed, 

One  common  transport  thrilled  through  every  soul, 

AU  with  celestial  acclamations  rang  ; 

Hence  passed  the  sixth  in  rapture  thus  away — 

Jehovah  rested  on  the  seventh  day. 


ELEGY  OX  THE  MEMORY  OF 
JOHN" BEOWI^  OF  COLDSTEEAM,  NEWTOWN". 

' '  Blessed  are  the  dead  who  die  in  the  Lord. " — Rev.  xiv.  ]  3. 

«jV^ULD  Johnny's  win  awa  at  last, 

«^sjl^     Frae  simmer's  heat  and  winter's  blast : 

Life's  toils  and  troubles  a'  are  past 

Wi'  him  for  ever, 
"Wha  in  auld  Lennel  snoozes  fast, 

By  Tweed's  fair  river. 

O  mourn,  N"ewtown,  baith  lang  and  sair ! 
Your  douce,  auld  trusty  frien's  nae  mair ; 
What  can  on  earth  the  slap  repair 

That  Death  has  made, 
Wlien  Johnny's  snug  bit  biggin  there 

He  did  invade  ? 
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For  mother  wit  and  worth,  true  fame 

Has  wi'  a  halo  crown'd  his  name  ; 

His  faith  and  hope  were  free  frae  hlame, 

And  richly  }j;iven  ; 
\Yhile  young  and  aidd  can  test  they  came 

Direct  frae  heaveiu 

His  gashin'  jokes  nae  mair  we'll  hear — 
His  cracks  and  stories,  odd  and  queer, 
Which  neebours  round  did  a'  revere, 

8a  hamely  spun  ; 
His  like,  I  doubt,  will  ne'er  appear 

Aneth  the  sun. 

ilae  mair  he'll  wander  by  Tweedside, 
Where  Nature  smiles  in  flowery  pride, 
And  e'e  the  row  in'  spated  tide, 

Wi'  his  bit  creel, 
Nor  wi'  the  samont  hameward  glide 

Packed  snod  and  weeL 

Mourn,  Lennel  Haugh,  your  frien's  awa  ; 
And  great  Haugh  now  your  sorrow  shaw  ; 
And  dreeper,  twizel,  boat  and  a', 

0  loudly  wail ! 
And  thou  unequalled  lovely  Craw, 

Lament  my  tale. 

Ye  trees  that  skirt  yon  rocky  brae, 

Ye  whin-clad  heights,  your  dool  display  ; 
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Ek  cowslip  that  bedecked  liis  way 

Now  hang  thy  head  ; 
And  ilka  primrose  tribute  pay 

To  him  that's  dead. 

To  swell  the  dirge,  ye  warbling  thrang, 
Changed  be  your  notes  o'  praise  and  sang ; 
For  woe  and  wailing  loud  and  lang 

The  hail  day  through, 
Tin  echo  frae  yon  woods  amang 

Eespond  to  you. 

But  Time  her  sceptred  reign  shall  yield. 
And  vanquished  Death  shall  quit  the  field, 
The  trumpet  tout,  when  a'  concealed 

In  earth  and  sea 
Shall  burst  the  doors  the  tyrant  sealed, 

And  be  set  &ee. 

Then  shall  our  honest  Johnny  rise. 
And  wi'  the  just  shall  share  the  prize, 
Ayont  the  stars  that  gem  the  skies, 

Where  joys  abound, 
And  tears  nae  mair  bedim  the  eyes 

0'  a'  around. 
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TO  MY  DOG  NAILER. 

n^^AN  this  heart  forget  thee  ?  never ! 
3^sjf\,     Is  not  tliere  tliy  name  enshrined  1 
Yes:  I  love  thee,  and  will  ever, 
Favourite  of  the  canine  kind. 

Dear  to  me  thy  freaks  and  rambles — 

Dear  as  light  and  life  to  me  ; 
Through  the  woodland's  furze  and  brambles 

Winding,  bounding  ever  free. 

Ever  faithful  and  devoted — 

Bribclcss  ever  night  and  day  ; 
The  trust  which  once  to  thee  allotted, 

Who  by  wiles  could  filch  away  ? 

Who  in  violence  dares  to  venture 

E'er  thy  master  to  assail ; 
Thy  growling  interdict  to  enter 

Who  once  ever  saw  thee  fail  ? 

Compared  ^vith  thine,  alas,  how  shaded 

AU  our  loves  and  social  ties, 
How  fragile,  easily  invaded. 

Even  by  the  breath  that  flies. 
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Would  thy  example  could  we  follow, 

Happy  even  here  our  lot ; 
"Wliat  faithless  vows,  or  friendships  hollow, 

E'er  the  human  name  would  blot  ] 

Can  this  heart  forget  thee  1  never  ! 

Is  not  there  thy  name  ensiirined  1 
Yes :  I  love  thee,  and  will  ever, 

Favourite  of  the  canine  kind. 


»o — 
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"Think,  or  think  we  not,  time  hurries  on." 

Blair. 

^{^:N'0THER  year  has  fled— ah  !  fled  for  ever  ! 
'J^k     Cold  January's  blast  loud  scowls  again, 
Sweeping  the  bleak  fields  and  the  spated  river, 

Howling  across  the  cheerless  russet  plain  ; 
Leafless  and  rueful  o'er  the  tomb  of  Nature, 

The  trees  like  statues  seem  to  sigh  dismay ; 
Insipid  now  the  landscape's  every  feature, 

And  mute  the  woodland  minstrel's  mellow  lay ; 
Blasted,  enwrapt  in  universal  death. 
The  flowers  no  more  bespangle  sweet  our  path. 

Another  year  has  fled — sad  thoughts  recalling — 
Thoughts  Nature  each  revolving  year  renews ; 
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Trutlis  ever  on  the  heart  inipressivo  fulliiiff, 

lliiil,  Nature,  holy  text-book  of  the  Muse  ! 

AJoiK;  hov  iKJinilies  I  love  to  ponder; 

TJiey  have  a  power,  a  pathos,  dear  to  nn; : 

How  soothing  to  the  soul  the  woods  to  wandc^r, 
And  soar  instinctive  to  the  Deity  ! 

'Tis  here  from  man  debasing  folly  flies — 

The  gay  grows  serious,  and  the  scoffer  wise. 

Another  year  has  fled — who  recognises 

Not  that  close  s}^nJ)athy  which  Nature  bears 
To  life — how  eloquent  she  harmonises 

"With  all  our  sublunary  vain  afiiiirs  1 
Our  f(jndled  hopes  and  joys,  how  frail  and  fleeting, 

Fitful  as  gleams  before  the  gathering  storm  ; 
Or  mark  them  mirrored,  while  the  blast  is  beatin-' 

Bright  in  the  rainbow's  evanescent  fonn  ; 
Yea !  read  tlirougli  Natui'o  everywhere  unfui'led, 
The  transitory  glory  of  the  world  ! 

Another  year  has  fled — hoAV  memory  stranges, — 

Since  hailed  the  sun  its  inauspicious  birth, 
What  thrilling  dire  vicissitudes  and  changes 

Have  swept  and  marred  this  melancholy  earth. 
And  mighty  Europe  to  her  centre  shaken, 

Tnrones,  dynasties,  and  tyrants  overthrown, 
Nations  convulsed,  all  law,  restraint  forsaken  ; 

Vast  cities  with  the  dead  and  dying  strewn. 
Whose  slrrivellod  grandeur  gloomy  to  tliis  hour, 
Eetrays  Rebellion's  dread  unsparing  power. 
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Another  year  has  flcLl — still  grave  Reflection, 

Appalled  as  Nature,  sorrows  o'er  the  past, 
Wliich  images  to  hallowed  recollection 

But  scenes  with  lowering  shadows  overcast. 
Heaven  o'er  the  earth,  in  holy  indignation. 

The  phial  of  His  vengeance  dark  hath  shed  ; 
O'er  Albion  dear  of  death  and  desolation. 

That  suhtle  minister  his  wings  hath  sj^read  ; 
How  many  hearts  and  homes  where  summer  smiled, 
Now  miniature  the  howlmg  wintry  wild ! 

Another  year  has  fled — oh  !  righteous  Heaven, 

"When  shall  it  cease  to  be  regretted  here, 
How  many  ties  hath  Fate  asunder  riven, 

Associations  to  the  bosom  dear  ! 
How  many  hopes  are  blasted,  idols  broken, 

Sighs  wrung,  and  tears  from  Nature's  fuunt  have 
rolled  1 
"With  nameless  farewells,  solemn  as  the  token  ! 

Our  lonely  desert  hearths,  alas !  behold  ; 
Or  to  Oblivion's  empire,  ah  !  repair, 
And  mourn  the  symboUed  devastation  there. 

Another  year  has  fled — strange  Thy  forbearing, 

Dread  Power  Divine  I  imperilled  though  I  be. 
Frail  shadow  of  a  shade,  in  mercy  sparing, 

Still  thy  omnipotence  environs  me  ; 
Over  my  folly  and  my  frailty  yearning, 

"With  sympathy  paternal  year  to  year, 
Thou  wiliest,  wishest,  longest  my  returning 

To  duty,  peace,  and  all  that  can  endear 
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In  Thy  immortal  iiiul  t-lysian  lujme, 

A  wayworn  exile,  here  no  more  to  roam. 

Another  year  has  fled — on  its  monition, 

My  soul  in  gratitude  and  hope  repose; 
While  Pity's  hands  are  ojien  in  contrition. 

Bo  wise — with  all  her  hallowed  oflers  close. 
If  sottish  on  a  procii)ice  to  slunihor, 

Or  in  the  merging  bark  while  tempests  Llow, 
V/liat  better  he  who  fails  his  days  tf»  numbi-r, 

IIow  soon  the  fated  shaft  may  lay  him  low  I 
Lord,  what  is  man  ?  and  what  is  life  ? — a  dream — 
A  visionary  air-bell  on  the  stream. 

Another  year  has  flod  of  our  probation, 

Anotlier  milestone  passed  upon  the  road. 

Conducting  to  perdition  or  salvation. 
Self  chosen  either — Belial  or  God. 

Hear  or  forbear — realities  tremendous  ! 
-^'^      Soon  must  the  Judgment's  awful  scenes  evolve, 

In  pom  J)  su])rome,  eternal  and  stujiendous, 

And  Time  expire,  and  Nature's  self  diir.solve  ;  / 

When  he  that's  filtliy,  filthy  shall  remain. 

Or  holy,  shall  that  character  sustain. 
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A    SCOLD. 

EVER  galling,  bawling,  brawling 
With  a  liellish-like  delight — 
Ever  fretting,  hating,  fating. 
Cursing  all  from  morn  to  night. 

Ever  mumbling,  grumbling,  stumbling 
Fiendish  on  my  corny  toes — 

Ever  ready,  greedy,  speedy 
Every  failing  to  expose. 

Ever  trying,  lying,  flying 
Eveiy  where  me  to  defame — 

Ever  warping,  harping,  carping, 
Glorying  to  damn  my  name. 

Imp  of  darkness,  reckless  fury, 
By  the  rudest  passions  tossed, 

Long  to  feeling,  duty,  honour, 
Long  to  every  vhtue  lost. 

Living  bane  of  every  pleasure, 

Pall  of  every  joy  to  me, 
Adieu,  for  now  dissolved  for  ever 

Sympathy  'tween  you  and  me. 
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TIIE  FEEE  KIRK. 

"  He  is  the  freeman  whom  the  Truth  makes  free." 

Cowper. 

mHROUGH  Caledonia'.s  wide  domain 
<i-X-»     A  holy  Avar's  begun  again, 
Then  let  iUc  honest  son  maintain 

His  father's  cause, 
And  Knox's  banner  never  stain 

"SMiile  breath  he  draws  ; 

But  -nnield  the  Gospel  sword  on  high, 
And  swear  to  conquer  or  to  die 
For  Zion's  sake — but,  by-the-bye, 

I  mean  the  Free, 
Whase  zeal  and  worth  nane  can  deny. 

And  purity. 

Though  earth  and  heU  may  her  assail, 
Nae  power  against  her  shall  prevail ; 
For  och  that  blasting  mortal  hail, 

AVhat  can  withstand. 
Shot  by  her  Gospel  guns,  the  wail 

0'  Scotia's  land  1 

In  spite  o'  a'  opposing  clamours, 

There  Bishop  G h  and  Pope  C mers, 

Whase  zeal,  and  wit,  and  classic  grammars, 


THE  FREE  KIRK.  57 

And  schemes,  and  quirks, 
And  heavy  pithy  logic  hammers, 

Can  douce  the  Kii-ks. 

But  hear  what  T e  has  to  say, 

And  legal  C h — m  ,  I  pray  ; 

What  eloquence  can  theirs  gainsay 

In  ony  plea? 
They're  ever  sure  to  -win  the  day. 

As  a'  may  see. 

That  spirit-stirring  son  o'  thunder, 

How  zealous  G e  gaurs  us  wonder, 

Whase  red-het  bolts  wad  rive  asunder 

E'en  wa's  o'  brass ; 
He  mines  ilk  legal  Zion  under — 

Fient  ane  he'll  pass  ; 

Till  down  they  tumble  a'  in  heaps, 
And  out  ilk  holy  hrnnbug  creeps  ; 
Wi'  conscience'  besom  a'  he  sweeps, 

Stock,  lock  and  barrel, 
Down  headlong  to  the  deepest  deeps, 

To  end  the  quarrel 

Thus  deals  he,  in  his  rev 'rent  pleasure, 
Wi'  a'  his  woe-doomed  shrines  o'  Ctcsar, 
And  shows  the  Court  o'  Session's  plea,  sir. 

To  claim  them  a' 
Was  proved,  and  hence  she  made  a  seizure 

0'  ane  and  a', 
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And  thus  invaded  Christ's  dominion — 
His  riglit  to  reign  in  liis  ojtinion — 
Yea,  brak  that  hallowed  mystic  union 

'Tween  Him  and  them, 
Sa  that  His  throne  nae  mair  He's  seen  in — 

0  fie  !  0  shame  !   . 

On  sic  revolting  usurpation 

He  heaps  his  blasting  imprecation, 

And  damns  sic  acts  o'  legislation, 

Which  a'  can  tell, 
And  shows,  in  learned  disputation. 

They  sprang  frae  hell. 

Then  blesses  that  innnortal  day. 
The  guid  frae  Egypt  cam  away, 
And  left  their  auld  flesh-pats  a  prey 

To  greedy  dogs — 
Nae  langer  could  the  chosen  stay 

Amaug  sic  rogues. 

Triumphant,  glorious.  Virtue's  model, 
Wi'  ne'er  a  grumble  i'  their  noddle. 
Like  Lucky  Lot,  ne'er  cared  a  boddle 

For  leaving  hame. 
Though  back  she  glowered  as  she  did  toddle 

Wha  could  her  blame  ! 

Look  to  the  sacrifices  made — 

TNTiat  flow'ry  hopes  in  dust  were  laid  ! 

Then  laud  the  game  the  worthies  played, 
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Baith  far  and  near, 
That  faith  and  zeal  by  them  displayed, 
True  and  sincere. 

Nae  cursed  ambition,  lust  o'  gain. 
Or  selfish  motives,  haunt  their  brain  ! 
Sic  things  their  holy  hearts  disdain, 

Theu'  lives  can  prove, 
Which  stamjD  them  martyrs  o'er  again, 

For  truth  and  love. 

Their  Monthly  Statements,  Avhen  I  see, 
How  modestly  they  urge  their  plea ! 
0  could  I  half  as  gratefu'  be 

For  favours  past, 
Or  sae  contented  as  the  Free 

Frae  iSrst  to  last ! 

They  ken  this  warld  is  but  a  show. 

And  a'  is  vanity  below  : 

Its  glories  fade  as  melts  the  snow, 

Or  flowers  that  die, 
And  no  worth  having,  weel  they  know 

They  but  belie. 

A  better  country  they  desire. 

Like  their  auld  douce  and  faithfu'  Sire, 

And  joys  that  never  shall  expire, 

But  ever  new  : 
Nae  other  bliss  their  bosoms  fire —  , 

They  ken  it's  true. 
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But  since  they've  left  their  wine  and  oil, 
Their  stainless  honour  not  to  soil, 
Some  think  their  pat  will  purely  hoil — 

They  see  it  plain  ; 
But  God  nc'or  hade  his  servants  toil 

For  him  in  vain. 

Ye  wicked,  worthless,  void  o'  grace, 
How  dare  ye  think  sa  o'  the  race  1 
Sic  spite  is  hut  a  puir  solace 

To  ane  and  a'. 
They  soon  may  on  ye  turn  the  chase, 

And  jiidc  ye  a'. 

For  mind  the  time  is  comin'  roun'. 
When  they  wha  grace  the  sacred  gown, 
And  wear  hlessed  Freedom's  glorious  crown, 

Shall  sing  for  joy, 
And  crush  a'  opposition  down, 

And  foes  destroy. 

Already  Scotia's  worth  he  praised. 
Her  charity  abroad  he  hlazed  ; 
Frae  her  auld  poucli  a  fund  is  raisfid 

For  higgin'  Zion — 
Wha  soon  nae  mair  wUl  he  ahased, 

Her  saunts  are  crying. 

Sae  we'll  hac  routh  o'  kiiks  at  last, 
Frae  north  to  south,  frae  oast  to  wast ; 
Nae  Caesar  then  their  zeal  will  blast 
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Wi'  interdicts — 
Nor  cursed  decrees  by  hell-liounda  past — 
They're  a'  to  Styx. 

God  speed  the  efforts  o'  thy  ain, 
And  may  their  sources  never  drain, 
May  ne'er  a  doubt  disturb  their  brain, 

Or  fears  annoy ! 
They'll  bring  their  capestane,  it  is  plain, 

Soon  forth  wi'  joy. 

Lichts  o'  the  warld,  but  wait  a  wee, 
And  meanwhile  tak  advice  frae  me, 
Then  gaur  as  mony  o'  the  Free 

As  e'er  ye  can 
Big  their  ain  kirks,  and  naething  gie — 

The  safest  plan. 

Ne'er  mind  the  country's  cleishmaclavers, 

Nae  vile  defamatory  havers ; 

Heav'n  crown  your  frugal,  wise  endeavours 

Wi'  great  success. 
The  mair  ye  get,  ye  rev'rent  savers, 

Aye  gie  the  less. 

Ye  little  ken  what  ye  may  need. 
Your  Maister's  noble  cause  to  speed  ; 
Sae  mind  the  clink,  tak  muckle  heed 

Aye  how  ye  spend  it : 
Though  foes  misca'  it  holy  greed. 

Yet  rU  defend  it. 


C2  THE  FRFE  KIRK. 

lleavon  spocd  j'our  fund  o'  Sustentatioii ! 
AVeel  may  it  wurk  througliout  the  nation  ; 
A  111  I  may  tliat  worthy  deputation 

To  foreign  parts, 
Plead  weel  your  cause  in  fine  f)ration, 

And  move  tlieir  liearts  : 

Yea,  melt  thorn  a'  to  love  and  zeal, 

Jiy  mony  a  lang  and  loud  appeal, 

And  toom  tliL'ir  pouches  for  your  weal  — 

And  wliy  for  not  ? 
Yciur  ain  ye  emptied  like  a  creel — 

It's  no  forgot. 

And  O  ye  legates  frae  above, 

Sjjur  weel  at  hame — your  cause  is  love  : 

Cry  Give,  Ke-give  ;  ye  Aveel  can  prove 

It's  for  God's  glory ! 
Though  aye  the  mair  they  to  ye  shove, 

The  better  for  ye. 

Deil  ane  on  earth  can  say  ye  nay. 
As  ye  twa  millions  threw  away. 
Upon  that  conscience-trying  day. 

Ne'er  to  deplore  it. 
But  gaur  them  now  restore  't  I  pray, 

Tliough  they  should  borrow  't. 

To  hae  it  back  is  just  and  right  : 
0  wha  daur  say  your  loss  was  liglit  ? 
Then  never  rest  baith  day  and  night, 
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But  urge  your  claim 
Upon  the  Free  wi'  a'  your  might, 

And  think  nae  shame. 

Lay  on  your  lash,  and  dinna  spare, 
They  need  it  a',  and  muckle  mair. 
Though  sometimes  ye  cut  rather  sair, 

I  maun  confess  ; 
But,  be  your  actions  foul  or  fair, 

Ye  ne'er  transgress. 


"o* 


Ye  godly  few,  tak  nae  excuse, 
Lest  they  your  mercy  should  abuse  ; 
Insist  uj)on  your  lawfu'  dues. 

And  ne'er  be  stintet ; 
For,  please  your  reverence,  in  my  views, 

You're  far  ahint  yet. 

Ye  Kttle  ken  the  begging  knack. 
Else  sooner  might  ye  ha'e  it  back. 
Which  wad  again  mak  up  your  pack. 

And  gaur  ye  craw. 
And  syne  ye  might  your  fingers  crack, 

At  ane  and  a'. 

As  independent  wad  ye  be. 
Ye  stars  and  pillars  o'  the  Free, 
And  soon,  ye  worthies,  may  ye  see 

That  happy  day  ! 
The  glorious  pocket  jubilee, 

I  humbly  pray. 
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My  blessings  on  ye  now,  in  fine ; 
In  gear  and  gi'ace  lang  may  ye  sliinu. 
To  be  an  honour  to  the  Ime, 

By  your  example ; 
And  on  your  end  may  peace  divine 

Rest  rich  and  ample. 


THE  FLOWERS. 

*'  Flowers  are  the  alphabet  of  angels,  by  which 
They  write  on  every  hill  and  vale  things  unutterable." 

Mk.s  Ukmaks. 

^  LOVE  the  flowers  of  every  clime  and  season, 
^     The  lovely  flowers  of  every  class  and  hue; 
An  impulse  holy,  sanctified  by  reason, 

I  feel  divinely  all  my  powers  renew. 
When  brightly  spangle  they  the  mead  and  mountain. 

Light  up  the  garden,  and  the  grove  bestrew, 
Or  gem  the  sunny  banks  of  rill  and  fountain, 

Oh,  but  their  glowing  footsteps  to  pursue 
O'er  Nature's  common  ;  there  alone  for  hours, 
To  dwell  in  sweet  commujiion  with  the  flowers. 

I  love  the  flowers:  the  flowers  who  ever  slighted, 
Of  reason,  sympathy,  or  love  possessed  ? 

Aught  else  of  virtue  Heaven  in  man  hath  lighted, 
Aught  with  the  symboUed  Deity  impressed; 
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The  more  minute  their  curious  conformation 
We  scan,  their  latent  glories  unexpressed 

Arise,  until,  in  hallowed  admiration, 

Instinctively  we  feel  o'erwhelmed  the  breast. 

Away  the  vaunted  mimicry  of  art, 

How  duU  and  drivelling  compared  her  part ! 

I  love  the  flowers  ! — ah  !  who  can  cope  with  jSTature, 

Or  imitate  her  infinite  disj)lays  ? 
The  meanest,  humblest  floral  form  and  feature 

Involve  a  wonder  which  transcends  all  praise  ; 
What  mechanism,  peerless  and  unerring, 

Skdl  and  contrivance,  mocking  all  essays, 
Flash  through  the  whole,  without  one  tribe  preferring, 

In  our  inquisitorial  surveys  ! 
"While  nameless  loveliness  and  beauty  shine, 
Colours  no  brush  to  canvass  can  consign. 

I  love  the  flowers, — as  tacitly  loquacious 

Each  its  credentials  thus  unfolds  to  me ; 
Penned  as  with  sunbeams  by  its  Author  gracious, 

Endorsed  and  crested  with  the  Deity  ; 
Evoking  every  feeling  and  emotion, 

Of  adoration  and  sublimity. 
Inspiring  heartfelt  and  unfeigned  devotion, 

Thou  glorious  Original  of  all,  to  Thee  ! 
From  Nature's  holy  altar  to  the  skies. 
Hence  let  my  incensed  homage  ever  rise. 

I  love  the  flowers  ! — though  fraught  with  illustrations 
Of  the  Eternal,  blessed  over  all ; 

E 
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Yet,  ah  !  the  other  LlanJ  associjitions 

To  memory  they  vividly  recall. 
Pleased  with  their  odoriferous  sweets  distillin". 

How  soft  as  sunsliine  on  the  fancy  fall ; 
The  charms  of  Eden  hright  divinely  thrilling, 

Ere  o'er  their  vestal  loveliness  her' pall 
Had  spread  Apostasy,  and  jjoured  her  han, 
Blasting  the  blissful  innocence  of  man. 

I  love  the  flowers  ! — still  sacred  in  affection, 

In  pleasing  sorrow  are  they  not  enshrined  ? 
Rooted  in  hallowed,  living  recollection, 

As  round  the  jtast  seraj)hic'ly  entwined, 
Renewing  dreams  of  fairy  joys  departed, 

Young  loves  extinguished,  friendships  long  resigned, 
Enchanting  all,  when  life's  career  I  started, 

The  heaven-rained  vital  manna  of  the  mind. 

0  to  retrace,  amid  a  vale  of  tears. 
The  evanescent  bliss  of  early  years  ! 

1  love  the  flowers  I — dear  types  of  flow'rets  riven 

From  the  fond  heart  in  life's  maturer  day. 
Ah  !  scarce  the  sun  ascended  the  mid -heaven, 

Till  swei^t  the  blast  my  brightest  hopes  away, 
Leaving  for  me,  for  scenes  of  love  and  gladness, 

A  lonely  desert  reft  of  eveiy  stay  ; 
Its  well-springs  gone,  no  songs,  but  sighs  and  sadness, 

Inspiring  only  sorrow  and  dismay. 
Time,  death,  vicissitude — ah  !  witness  how 
The  bosom  mourns,  alas  I  but  memories  now  ! 
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I  love  the  flowers  ! — but  why  so  thus  dejected 

For  those,  my  dear,  my  loved  companions  gone, 
"While  in  the  fate  of  every  gem  reflected, 

Intuitively  I  image  but  my  own  1 
What  though  in  Spring,  dispei"sed  and  alienated, 

As  birds  of  kindred  feather  having  flown, 
'Tis  but  to  meet,  ne'er  to  be  separated, 

In  realms  where  death  and  sorrow  are  unknown. 
Oh  ecstasy  !  oh  transport  !  how  divine. 
Hail  to  that  morn — it  ever  shall  be  mine. 

I  love  the  flowers  ! — thrice  welcome  their  arrival, 

Sweet  hopeful  captives  from  their  dungeon  cold, 
As  eloquent  prepl edging  man's  revival, 

Ere  long,  immortal  from  his  native  mould; 
And  ah  !  the  sage,  the  sacred  admonition. 

Their  fleeting  forms  and  loveliness  unfold. 
Heaven,  may  we  hear;  hence  husband  mth  ambition. 

And  part  with  time  as  misers  with  their  gold ! 
AVhat  is  its  worth,  let  death-beds  grave  reply: 
I  love  the  flowers — such  are  my  reasons  why. 
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Vf^UPiSED  above  all  on  this  accursed  earth  ! 
^\jj^     Child  of  misfortune,  who  but  pities  thee  1 
Go,  curse  like  Job  your  ill-starred,  hapless  birth, 
Grim  incarnation,  rank  of  misery, 
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Ami  weep  your  lot,  tliricc  wretclied  and  oLscuro, 
Eeptile  of  earth,  thou  poorest  of  the  jwor. 

I  Jut  f(»r  your  sunless,  frownin;^,  blasted  fate, 
Arraign  not  IIuaA'cn,  who  otherwise  designed  ; 

But  blame  the  dunghill,  iturse-i>roud,- would-be-grcat, 
Those  basest  tyrants,  vipei's  of  our  kind, 

And  your  own  truckling  and  ignob'e  soul, 

Where  Reason  seems  to  have  the  least  control. 

Mute  as  a  statue,  trembling,  hat  in  hand. 

I  sjiurn  your  cringing,  servile  attitude  ; 
Like  "Patience  on  a  monumeut,"  you  stand. 

And  liave  for  hours  thus  so  obsequious  stood. 
Unlike  a  freeman,  independent,  brave. 
But  as  a  vile,  degraded  galley-slave. 

Speak  !  why  so  cowardly  conceal  the  cause 

Of  your  absurd,  humiliating  plight  t 
"What  august  presence  here  thee  overawes. 

Poor  sneaking,  timid,  melancholy  wight? 
A  pompous  nothing  by  a  counter's  side  : 
Damned  be  his  arrogance,  contempt,  and  pride. 

Solicit  you  a  beggar's  bite  of  bread, 

From  such  a  grovelling  brother  of  the  soil  1 

No ! — why  then  ha>ig  as  self-condemned  your  head  ? 
Go,  ask  mf)ck-consoquence  for  leave  to  toil — 

With(jut  reserve,  your  wish  a  child  might  scan — 

Ami  show  yourself,  poor  devil,  once  a  man. 
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That  "  Britons  never  shall  be  slaves,"  how  vain 
That  boast  with  you  !  so  henceforth  sing  it  not ; 

!N'or  any  of  your  smutty  trade  and  train, 
Wlio  er|ually  with  you  may  curse  their  lot, 

Pent  up,  to  pine  in  garrets  life  awa}-, 

In  grinding  penury  and  dark  dismay. 


►o- — 
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AND  DEEAM. 

'n){'(j'"WAKE  !  yes,  gracious  Heaven,  once  more  awake; 

°J^     But  ah  to  what  1  'tis  only  to  protract, 

And  thus  worm  out,  in  thraldom  of  the  devil, 

A  self-made,  wretched,  execrable  life. 

By  day,  by  night  all  solace  seems  denied ; 

Sleeping  and  waking  are  alike  with  me. 

0  my  distempered  brain,  how  whirls  it  round ! 

My  aching  head,  parched  mouth,  mephitic  breath, 

And  ever-burning,  hell-fermenting  stomach. 

Which  sickens  at,  and  loathes  the  thought  of  food  ; 

While  cold  the  sweat  that  bathes  my  trembHng  limbs. 

And  pain-racked,  weak,  emaciated  frame  ; 

A  living  hospital  immured  I  lie, 

Sad  victim  of  remorse,  regret,  and  shame. 

How  brutalised,  degraded,  and  abandoned ! 

To  conscious  rectitude  and  virtue  lost. 

Succumbed  by  every  vile,  unholy  passion 
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Into  all  folly  and  excess  of  madness — 

The  very  incarnation  of  pollution  ; 

A  scourge,  a  pest,  a  curse  to  human  kind — 

A  jmhlic  scandal,  and  the  scoff  and  scorn 

( )f  former  friends,  and  hy  the  wise  and  good 

Scarce  noticed,  save  Avith  pity  or  contempt ; 

The  dupe  defenceless,  and  the  ready  prey 

Of  every  cheat  and  sharper  I  may  meet : 

How  like  a  vessel  drifted  here  and  there 

Upon  the  squally,  undulating  deep, 

Without  a  compass,  chart,  or  helm  to  guide  her  ! 

And  now  at  length — O  God,  how  horri])le  I — 

Rock-foundered  and  a  melancholy  ^vreck  ; 

To  others  beaconing  the  fatal  reef, 

I  isolated  stand,  and  curse  existence. 

Had  but  my  natal  been  my  mortal  hour, 

^\.nd  never  had  those  lips  the  nipple  pressed, 

How  well  for  me  !  0  why  did  not  those  hands 

"Which  first  received  me  on  the  stage  of  life 

Anticipate  my  future  wretched  being 

As  some  unseemly,  heterogeneous  birth? 

Would  it  were  possible  that  I  could  wing, 

Fleeter  than  light  or  thought,  immensity ; 

Then  to  creation's  utmost  confines,  where 

Eternal  solitude  and  chaos  reign. 

Would  I  repair,  and  hide  my  hated  form : 

An  outcast,  an  abortion  noxious, 

Unfit  to  mingle  Avith  the  works  of  God  ! 

( )r  that  that  sovereign,  oninific  Being, 

^Mio  spoke  me  from  the  dust,  would  pity  take, 
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And  now  reverse  His  pleasure,  and  dissolve  me, 

That  from  the  earth  my  very  name  and  memory. 

Yea,  all  remembrance  of  me,  hence  might  perish  ! 

Wretch  that  I  am  !  Avould  even  I  were  swept 

Both  soul  and  body  to  annihilation, 

And  thus  eternally  become  forgotten 

By  God,  by  devil — all  in  heaven  and  hell. 

But,  ah  !  vain  wish — absurd,  impossible  ; 

Reason  and  nature,  leagued  with  revelation, 

In  solemn  conclave  ever  it  abjure, 

And  prove  an  immortality  to  all — 

A  dread  tribunal — an  almighty  Judge, 

Omniscient,  just  and  holy,  and  unerring. 

Whom  I  must  face  before  assembled  worlds ; 

But  how — 0  by  His  sacred  name  ! — I  know  not. 

Naked  and  trembling,  horror-strvxck,  undone. 

With  all  my  black,  flagitious  crimes  before  me. 

Even  now,  alas  !  I  feel  of  condemnation 

The  dread,  irrevocable  sentence  passed ; 

In  me  that  fire  eternal  now  is  kindled  ; 

The  never-dying,  gnawing  worm  I  feel 

Upon  the  very  vitals  of  the  heart. 

Talk  not  to  me  of  pleasure  and  enjoyment : 

How  vain  indeed  is  all  the  world  can  give  ! 

What  are  its  urgents  and  pretended  charms 

Kow  to  my  wounded,  agonising  conscience. 

Writhing  beneath  an  overwhelming  load 

Of  guilt  uncancelled  and  for  vengeance  crying, 

Than  Abel's  blood  a  thousand  times  more  loud? 

Heaven,  could  I  only  but  the  past  retrieve, 
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Those  lialcyon  years  of  iimoconce  and  sunshine 

"Which  hghtoil  up  my  stops  when  hfo  I  started, 

How  oj)posite  a  course  should  I  pursue, 

And  ever  curse  thruuf,di  life  the  cui-sed  bottle  ! 

O  heaven  !  O  mercy  !  O  eternity  ! 

How  terrible  the  night  the  last  I  passed  ; 

The  horrid  thoughts  of  such  a  dismal  dream 

My  very  reason  stun,  yea,  paralyse, 

And  petrify  each  spring  of  moral  action, 

So  full  of  awful  sights  and  hideous  furms — 

<")f  incidents  terrific  and  appalling, 

"Whose  spirit-crushing,  overjiowering  weight 

Memory  but  vainly  struggles  to  foriigo. 

Methought  on  some  stupendous  height  I  stood, 

So  elevated  seemed  it  that  the  world. 

With  all  its  varied  scenes  of  endless  change, 

As  one  vast  map  beneath  me  spreading  lay — 

Seas,  rivers,  islands,  continents,  and  kingdoms. 

Mountains  and  valleys,  precipices,  plains; 

Ten  thousand  swarming  cities,  towns,  and  villas. 

With  countless  landscapes  stretching  everywhere, 

Which  with  a  glance  unerring  I  beheld, 

From  those  strange  powers  of  vision  then  vouchsafed; 

Methought  a  universal  Summer  smiled. 

And  Nature's  vernal  loveliness  o'erspread 

The  liill  and  dale,  the  forest  and  the  held ; 

While  bright  in  cloudless  glory  beamed  the  sun, 

And  poured  athwart  the  liquid  waste  of  ocean, 

In  dazzling  profusion,  streaming  gold  : 

All  seemed  with  gladness,  and  with  joy  inspired. 
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But  gradually  a  melancholy  change, 

And  noiseless  as  the  chariot-wheels  of  Time 

The  vast  stupendous  panorama  palled  ; 

Heaven's  azure  vault,  in  liorrihle  array. 

Black  somhre  clouds  of  tlu-eatening  aspect  filled  ; 

Day's  monarch,  as  if  wearied  with  his  travel, 

Mantled  his  hlood-like  countenance  in  gloom, 

And  seemed  retiring  to  eternal  rest. 

A  death-like  stillness,  awfully  portentous 

Of  some  commotion  dire,  and  unexampled 

In  earth's  chronology,  the  vast  arena 

With  terror-striking  increase  brooded  o'er. 

The  very  constitution  of  the  air. 

That  balance  of  its  elements  essential 

To  life  and  comfort,  seemed  for  ever  lost ; 

Stagnant  and  putrid,  loathsome  and  sulphureous. 

And  as  a  furnace  scorching  everywhere. 

Well  I  remember,  and  will  ne'er  forget, 

The  oppressive,  suffocating,  dread  sensation 

Felt  at  each  breath  :  and  0  the  pain 

Which  writhed  relentlessly  this  shattered  body. 

The  terror,  and  alarm,  and  black  forebodings 

Each  heart  possessed  and  countenance  betrayed, 

As  from  the  fissures  of  the  arid  earth, 

Eolled  in  infernal,  dread,  and  dense  confusion 

Throughout  the  scene,  huge  globes  of  burning  fire— 

Of  red  and  blue,  of  azure,  green,  and  gold — 

Like  bombs  exploding  with  tremendous  roar. 

Thus  dealing  death  and  devastation  round  ; 

Whose  dire  reflection,  mingling  with  the  glare 
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<  )f  scouting  meteors,  through  the  lowering  heavens, 

Produced  such  strange  phenomena,  that  words 

In  vain  must  ever  labour  to  unfold. 

To  aggravate  tlie  universal  gloom. 

Nature  resigned  her  verdure,  and  assumed 

Tlie  sickly  and  the  aureate  hues  of  Autumn. 

And  as  if  lashed  by  Winter's  rudest  storm, 

Denuded  stood  the  trees,  branch  after  branch, 

Insi)iring  melancholy,  hoary  fell 

In  rotten  shivered  fragments  to  the  ground. 

The  rivers,  too,  evaj)orated  seemed  ; 

And  where  their  lim[)id  vohmios  proudly  llowed, 

Blue  tides  of  molten  and  ini'ernal  lire, 

In  desolating  vengeance,  hideous  roUed, 

Diverging  into  streams,  thus  intersecting 

In  nameless  horror  the  stupendous  scene. 

While  o'er  the  vast  of  the  eternal  deep. 

In  sable  pomp  and  a\vful  majesty, 

Hat  Deatli,  implacable,  in  triumph  throned  ; 

By  dire  Destruction,  Terror,  and  Dismay, 

His  fell  and  sullen  satellites,  environed. 

Becalmed  and  motionless,  on  the  expanse, 

The  ships  of  every  nation  scattered  lay, 

And  frittered  down  by  piecemeal  mast  by  mast, 

With  hoarse,  tremendous,  and  prophetic  crash, 

A  gloomy  mass  of  lumber  headlong  fell ; 

Wliile    from    the    shattered    shrouds    and    rotttsu 

cordage — 
How  agonising  still  to  recollection  I — 
Dropped  the  poor  trembling  mariners,  and  slept 
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Amid  the  sad  and  ruinous  confusion, 

That  long,  profound,  and  dreamless  sleep  of  death. 

Nor  to  the  ocean  seemed  at  all  confined 

Those  dark  appalling  ravages  of  Fate ; 

But  rampant  Desolation,  uncontrolled, 

Like  an  ambitious,  all- despoiling  hero. 

With  strides  gigantic,  soon  the  mighty  whole 

Per  force  possessed,  and  claimed  hy  right  of  conquest. 

How  the  magnificent,  stupendous  piles 

Of  sublunary  grandeur,  power  and  pride, 

Those  august  temples,  palaces,  and  towers, 

Eenowned  in  story,  and  the  boast  of  nations, 

Asunder  rent,  and  crumbled  to  the  earth  ', 

While  through  the  streets — oh  !  misery  unmingled — 

Of  fast  dissolving  towns  and  cities  ran, 

In  consternation  and  in  terror  frantic. 

Thousands  and  thousands  of  their  doomed  inhabitants. 

O  it  was  terrible,  if  aught  is  so, 

To  see  the  mournful  groups  the  rest  then  formed, 

In  pity's  sad,  imploring  attitude. 

With  fear  and  trembling,  on  the  bended  knee. 

Some  wailing,  looked  to  Heaven,  beseeching  mercy  ; 

And  some  went  howling,  and  in  wild  despair 

Their  garments  rent,  and  for  a  refuge  sought 

Amid  the  dismal  havoc,  but  in  vain. 

With  downcast  eyes,  all  weeping,  others  sat ; 

Others,  again,  as  rueful  statues  stood. 

And  wrung  their  hands  in  wordless  agony. 

Wliile  fits  of  frenzy,  and  of  hellish  fury, 

Sedition,  hatred,  murder,  and  revenge, 
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Others  then  seized,  and  hence  impelled  to  acts 

From  which  imagination  yet  recoils  ; 

Anned  with  the  various  iinplt'ments  of  death, 

As  lianded  desperadoes,  how  they  rushed, 

Amid  the  tumult  dread,  on  all  they  met ; 

Thus  in  a  common  carnage  ruthless  IjJending 

Their  fellow-citizens  of  all  conditions, 

Alike  regardless  both  of  sex  ami  age. 

While  everyAvhere — oh  !  horrible  indeed — 

Fed  by  their  countless  hecatombs  of  victims, 

The  gloomy,  all-devouring  faggots  blazed ; 

Great  armies  too,  in  battle-like  array, 

All  countries  seemed  to  devastate  and  plunder. 

Which  ever  and  anon  in  mortal  conflict 

With  others  would  exultingly  engage. 

Methought,  in  short,  the  world  had  turned  a  hell ; 

And  under  the  dominion  of  the  devil, 

Its  denizens  of  every  class  and  colour 

Apparently  were  held  ;  all  law,  all  rule. 

Restraint,  ami  human  sympathy  seemed  lost. 

At  length  a  change  succeeded,  and  withdrew 

From  the  horrific  scene  at  last  the  sun. 

Loud  howled  the  Avind,  whicli  to  a  tempest  rose  ; 

Wliile  rolled  the  thunder,  and  amid  the  storm 

Of  furious  hail,  the  vivid  lightning  gleamed  ; 

And,  as  if  under  Nature's  final  tliroes. 

Heavens,  how  tlie  very  earth,  from  shore  to  shore, 

Portentous  shook,  and  trembled  to  its  centre  ! 

Great  chasms  yawned,  and  to  their  basements  rocketl 

Convulsed  the  lofty  everlasting  mountains ; 
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Thus  indicated  all,  in  heaven  and  earth, 

The  end  of  all  things  had  at  length  arrived. 

And  hence  another  change  came  o'er  my  dream. 

Hushed  were  the  thunders,  and  the  tempest  ceased — 

All,  all,  was  still  and  silent  as  the  grave. 

Meanwhile  through  the  impenetrable  gloom, 

Midway  in  heaven — methinks  I  yet  behold  Him 

Borne  on  a  sunbeam  of  celestial  lustre, 

A  mighty  Herald  bright  in  burning  glory, 

With  dazzling  pinions  cleaving  the  dark  clouds, 

And  rolling  them  in  mountains  by  his  breath, 

In  pomp  divine  and  majesty  descended  ; 

And  from  beneath  His  Avings  a  trump  tremendous, 

Of  burnished  gold.  He  took,  and  which  He  sounded 

Much  louder  than  ten  thousand  peals  of  thunder, 

Which  shook  the  very  pillars  of  the  sky, 

And  penetrated,  with  a  power  divine, 

Even  Nature's  deepest,  innermost  recesses. 

O  most  momentous,  memorable  hour  ! 

How  did  its  thrilling  energy  pervade. 

Yea,  rend  the  iron  prison-house  of  Death, 

And  summon  forth,  to  life  and  liberty. 

Its  lonely,  slumbering,  earth-forgotten  captives, 

Of  every  circumstance,  and  class,  and  clime, 

Age,  creed,  and  character  !     Again  to  heaven 

Instinctively  my  wondering  eyes  I  turned. 

And,  oil!  ecstatic,  ever-rapturous  sight. 

And  hallowed  while  I  live,  in  recollection, 

Refulgent,  brighter  than  a  thousand  suns, 

Millions  unnumbered  of  ethereal  natures, 
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All  gay  with  life  and  immortality, 

Led  l)y  a  potent  all-victorious  hero 

Through  the  unknown,  untravcUed  vast  of  space. 

In  pageantry  unrivalled  and  divine, 

yieet  as  the  lightning  to  this  nether  world 

Winging  theii-  mystic  way  were  then  beheld, 

And  with  intense  and  glowing  radiations 

Earth  and  immensity  alike  illuming. 

Meanwhile  a  gorgeous  and  resplendent  throne, 

Immacidate  and  shining  as  the  snow. 

Wreathed  on  the  height  and  lackered  by  the  sun, 

The  world  polluted  as  a  rainbow  sj>anned, 

(3n  which  tlescended,  in  empyreal  gl<jry', 

That  princely  Leader  of  the  host  divine, 

Wearing  a  jewelled  croAvn  of  starry  brightness, 

Before  whose  sheen,  as  wax  before  the  hre, 

The  everlasting  mountains  seemed  to  melt, 

The  ocean  as  in  terror  to  recede, 

And  nature  tremble  to  her  inmost  core. 

Around  him  then,  in  filial  exultation 

And  joy,  this  retinue  illustrious  thronged. 

Above  all  fear  secure,  victorious  waving 

Palms  of  immortal  and  eternal  triumph, 

Shouting  hosannahs,  and  in  thrilling  rapture 

Ascribing  honour,  majesty,  dominion. 

Glory,  and  blessing  unto  Him  alone. 

At  the  same  moment,  wonderful,  amazing, 

From  every  corner  of  the  rugged  earth, 

And  every  quarter  of  the  secret  deeji. 

Crowds,  countless  as  the  very  stars  of  heaven, 
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By  some  strange,  supernatural  propulsion, 

Towards  that  peerless  Monarch  on  the  throne 

Were  pouring  fast.     0  can  I  e'er  forget 

That  sweet  placidity  of  soul,  that  trust. 

That  thrilling  joy,  and  transport  some  betrayed, 

Contrasted  with  the  sullen  gloom,  and  anguish, 

Eegret,  remorse,  and  terror,  and  despair 

That  marked  the  guilty  and  the  ever-wretched, 

As  every  eye  seemed  as  if  spell-bound  fixed 

On  that  ineffable,  illustrious  One, 

Whose  throne  the  endless  millions  clustered  round, 

But  into  two  grand  classes  stood  divided, 

Each  as  eternally  to  each  opposed 

As  vice  to  virtue  ]     By  that  King  of  kings 

How  was  the  one  acknowledged  and  accepted, 

And  smiling  welcomed  with,  "  0  come,  ye  blessed," 

And  on  His  right  hand  honoured  and  adorned 

With  the  insignia  of  His  royal  friendship 

Divine,  and  destined  ever  to  endure  I 

While,  oh  !  the  others,  how  my  nature  trembles, 

As  memory  the  melancholy  picture 

Of  their  sad  fate,  with  all  its  dismal  shades. 

Still  mournfully  recalls ;  how  self-condemned, 

Vile  outcasts,  rebels,  how  aghast  they  stood, 

Petested  by  the  virtuous  universe  ! 

!Methmks  I  hear  yet,  pealing  in  mine  ear. 

That  deep-toned  awful  knell,  "Depart,  ye  cursed," 

As  one  of  whom  I  felt  myself  included. 

The  final  destinies  of  all  awarded, 

On  harps  of  gold  loud  hallelujahs  sounding, 
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All  tniwncd  with  iiiiiuortality,  tlio  just 
111  one  Vivst  liaj)]»y  and  liannouious  whole 
Heaven's  azure  heights  triumpliantly  ascended 
In  nanicli'ss  glory,  lieaded  hy  their  King. 
Next  from  that  solemn  and  momuntous  bar, 
'Mid  hopeless  wailings,  on  the  wliirlwind's  wing 
That  hideous,  sable,  wrath-doomed  throng  was  borne, 
By  Heaven  accursed,  fiendish  legions  led 
Tlirough  scenes  of  universal  conflagration. 
To  realms  of  black  unmitigated  misery ; 
Remorse  and  suifering,  and  despair  eternal, 
"WTiere  mercy  never  smiles,  hope  never  dawns. 
And  Heaven  hath  ceased  for  ever  to  bo  gracious. 

0  I  remember,  and  will  ne'er  forget, 
That  paralysing  horror  and  dismay 
"Which  seized  my  guilty  and  polluted  soul, 
"When  first  those  rueful,  melancholy  regions 
Of  endless  sin  and  death,  by  Heaven  decreed 
For  the  apostate,  God-abandoned  felons, 

In  all  their  terrors,  burst  upon  my  view  ; 
Nor  when  with  tliat  accursed  rebel  host, 
Through  the  dark,  gloomy,  adamantine  portals 

1  felt  myself  by  fiends  exulting  dragged. 
And  headlong  plunged  into  the  burning  surge 
Of  that  dread  yawning  bottomless  abyss 

I  often  scouted  as  a  vain  chimera, 
When  with  my  gay  companions  o'er  my  cupe. 
How  terrible,  niethought,  the  wrath  of  God  I 
How  insupportal>Ie  the  sinner's  doom 
'Mong  devils  rollLug  in  a  sea  of  fire, 
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Tossed  to  and  fro,  and  worried  by  a  mob 

Of  uncontrolled,  fierce,  and  infernal  passions, 

Without  a  hope  or  arm  to  interpose, 

Struggling  in  agony  from  day  to  day, 

Dying  perpetually  through  years  and  ages  ! 

Thus  spending  an  eternity  in  dying. 

Amid  the  clamorous  howls  and  dismal  yells, 

The  groans  and  curses  of  the  lost  for  ever ; 

With  which,  in  horror  nameless,  I  awoke, 

And  blessed  the  still  forbearing  hand  of  Heaven. 
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i/^IVE  me  again  my  Pegasus  to  mount, 
J^j)^     When  slaked  her  thirst  at  bland  Castalia's  fount. 
Upon  the  subtle  lightning  of  her  wing 
The  glory  of  my  sea-girt  isle  to  sing. 
Thrice  happy  Albion,  long  my  proudest  boast, 
Revered  from  sea  to  sea,  from  coast  to  coast, 
For  virtue,  honour,  independence,  brave — 
Disdaining  the  enslaver  and  the  slave. 
*T\s  true  my  native  hills  and  vales  I  love, 
And  ever  will,  attest,  ye  powera  above  ; 
My  shady  woodlands,  love-retiring  bowers, 
Pealing  with  song,  and  waving  bright  with  tiowers. 
Still,  in  despite  their  universal  charms, 
Another  spot  my  soul  peculiar  warms. 
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'Tis  there,  since  twined  the  thistle  with  the  rose, 
Since  knit  whom  Nature  never  meant  for  foes, 
Art  glories  rich  her  triumphs  to  display, 
And  Trade  unfettered  rules  sujireme  the  day  ; 
And  there,  beneath  tlie  olive  shade  of  Peace, 
Enthroned,  smiles  Commerce  in  her  golden  fleece, 
Bequeathing,  godlike,  to  the  brave  and  free, 
Ease,  elegance,  and  moral  dignity. 
Scattering  abroad  with  talismanic  hand 
Her  endless  boons  afar  from  strand  to  strand  ; 
Attiring  millions — bidding  comforts  rise. 
With  all  that  social  happiness  implies. 
Where  Winter  shackles  with  her  icy  chain, 
To  realms  where  Summer  holds  eternal  reign. 
Name  but,  in  short,  the  region  or  the  zone, 
Famed  city,  to  thy  enterprise  unknown. 
Thou  Iris,  crowning  bright  old  England's  name. 
The  sinews,  life-blood,  vitals  of  her  fame  ; 
Say,  rather,  with  thy  colours  free,  unfurled — 
The  star,  the  sun,  of  the  mercantile  jvorld. 
Thus  merited  are  thy  immortal  bays. 
Evoking  here  my  humble  meed  of  praise. 
And  hail  thy  sons — the  generous,  ever  hail ! 
Long  may  their  basket  and  their  store  prevail ; 
And  long  may  gratitude  inspire  my  song, 
The  memory  of  their  kindness  to  prolong 
To  struggling  genius,  whose  ethereal  fire. 
But  for  their  aid,  seemed  ready  to  expire — 
Or  like  the  child,  when  wafted  by  the  wave, 
To  find,  unrescued,  a  precocious  grave. 
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And,  ah  !  the  social  joys  that  blossom  there, 
When  plucked,  how  exquisite  beyond  compare — 
The  hopes,  the  ties,  the  friendships  which  impart 
Life's  genial,  glowing  sunshine  to  the  heart ! 
Can  I  forget  them  1  can  the  sun  to  glow  1 
Spring  gem  with  roses  polar  wastes  of  snow  1 
Ah,  no  !  the  bridegroom  may  the  bride  disown, 
Her  chdd  the  mother,  or  the  prince  his  crown ; 
But  round  the  past,  as  tendrils  round  the  vine, 
My  soul  in  spell-bound  sympathy  shall  twine. 
Wherever  in  the  ways  of  men  I  stray, 
And  whether  flowers  or  thorns  bestrew  my  way — 
Till  life's  last  ember  ceases  here  to  burn — 
Till  soul  to  soul,  and  dust  to  dust,  return. 
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"#0T  a  sound  was  heard,  but  laughter  and  mirth, 
3^P%     As  drunk  to  his  cell  him  we  carried. 
And  o'er  him  loud  sang  of  his  talents  and  worth. 

But  wished  the  poor  devU  was  married. 

On  the  floor  we  stretched  him  at  dead  of  night. 
The  straw  with  our  feet  overturniiifj ; 

By  the  clear  shining  beams  of  the  cheerful  gas  light, 
Since  the  "  gloaming  "  full  cock  he'd  left  burning. 


84  PARODY. 

No  nightcap  encircled  his  tiraeworn  brows, 
Nor  in  slieet  nor  in  blanket  we  wound  him  ; 

P.ut  hii  lay  like  Silenus  taking  his  snooze, 
^V'ith  Ills  worthy  disciples  iiround  him. 

For  the  "  British  "  we  cursed  his  \inquenchable  love. 

As  life  of  his  life  was  the  bottle  ; 
We  saw  that  such  folly  his  ruin  would  prove, 

And  swore  he  should  join  the  TeetotaL 

We  thought,  as  we  tossed  up  his  lonely,  cold  bed. 
What  our  heroes  we  left  would  be  thinking  ; 

That  soon  would  they  trumpet  the  scandal,  and  sprfad 
The  sliarac  of  his  merciless  drinking. 

How  many  the  laurels  will  wrench  from  his  name. 

Unsparing  insult,  and  upbraid  him  ; 
But  what  needs  he  care,  self-damned  is  his  fame, 

For  low  has  the  "  enemy  "  laid  him. 

We  finished  our  task  as  the  clock  had  struck  one, 
And  thought  it  high  time  for  retiring ; 

By  the  clamour  we  heard  the  new-year  had  begun. 
For  all  was  the  "  spirit "  inspiring. 

Then  gladly,  at  length,  we  bade  him  farewell. 

All  snuffy,  and  filthy,  and  gory  ; 
As  a  sow  in  its  stye,  but,  wondrous  to  tell. 

That  we  left  him  alone  in  his  glory. 
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•Ife)  0  !  at  the  last  the  emigrant  returns 

^y4?    To  that  dear  land  for  which  his  bosom  bvirns. 

No  spot  on  earth  to  him  is  so  endeared — 

No  scenes  so  pleasing,  hallowed,  and  revered, 

As  those  he  left  in  glowing  youthful  prime  : 

By  liardship  urged  to  seek  a  distant  clime. 

Though  absent  long  for  many  fleeting  years, 

Still  memory  still  his  native  land  endears. 

There  Eancy  fondly  lingers,  to  survey 

The  spectred  pleasures  of  Life's  vernal  day. 

Dear  to  his  heart,  bright  must'ring  to  his  eye, 

To  wound  the  feelings  and  awake  the  sigh — 

That  sigh  than  words  more  eloquent  to  show 

The  inward  struggles  of  unmingled  woe 

That  agitate  his  bleeding,  troubled  soul, 

Defying  all  her  efforts  of  control ; 

At  last,  o'ercome  in  Nature's  dismal  hour, 

He  yields  to  Sorrow's  all-resistless  power. 

Ah,  full  his  heart !  in  tears  he  seeks  relief 

From  mental  anguish  and  foreboding  grief, 

As  he  beholds  now  rising  on  the  view 

The  well-known  hills  and  cloud-topped  mountains  blue, 

In  wild  sublimity  and  towering  pride  ; 

With  rayless  glens,  where  horrid  deaths  reside. 

His  native  woods  and  spreading  plains  appear. 

While  sad  memorials  draw  afresh  the  tear, 

^nd  silent  whisper  now  of  bygone  days, 
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With  joys  departed  as  tlie  meteor's  blaze. 

Those  scenes  he  scans  where  first  his  infant  eye 

Gazed  on  the  peaceful  current  rippling  by  ; 

Along  whose  banks,  beneath  the  stately  trees, 

Maternal  fondness  wonted  Avcjuld  lum  please 

With  dangling  daisies  nnd  primroses  mild, 

And  for  him  busk  the  little  nosegay  wild  ; 

Point  to  the  birds,  the  sheep  upon  the  plain — 

Thus  woo  his  smile,  and  his  attention  gain. 

Still  dearer  still,  where  childhood  wont  to  stray 

With  plaj^ul  mates,  to  sport  the  time  away, 

Upon  the  turf  swept  by  the  crystal  tide, 

^nd  gather  i)ebbles  on  its  channelled  side. 

There  in  the  pool  the  nimble  minnow  watch, 

And  keenly  strive  the  finny  prey  to  catch ; 

Or  run,  pursuing  with  an  anxious  eye, 

The  humming  bee  or  gaudy  butterfly. 

Tired  with  the  frolics  of  the  happy  day. 

Then  hand  in  hand  would  pace  their  homeward  way ; 

With  hearts  elated  with  a  kindred  joy. 

Unknown  to  care  or  aught  that  can  annoy. 

HLs  glistening  eyes,  bedimmed  afresh  with  tears, 

Now  wander  o'er  the  scenes  of  riper  years  ; 

Where  rise  the  lovely  landscape  on  the  sight. 

Where  oft  he  mused  away  the  summer  night. 

And  heard  the  river's  lonely,  distant  wad, 

Fanned  by  the  balmy  and  refreshing  gale. 

Ho  eyes  the  rocky  steep  and  hallowed  stone, 

WTiere  Friendship's  vows  were  solemnised  alone, 

Unseen  by  every  eye  but  Heav'n's  above. 
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He  frequent  drank  the  cordial  stream  of  Love — 

Felt  aU  its  moving  and  its  melting  power 

In  each  lone  walk,  sweet  grove,  and  shaded  bower. 

No  spot  he  passes,  of  whatever  kind, 

But  with  its  story  strikes  his  working  mind. 

AU  things  around  him  eloquently  preach, 

And  teach  what  volumes  ever  fail  to  teach. 

With  pain  he  marks  the  changes  which  have  passed 

O'er  well-known  places  since  he  saw  them  last. 

"Within  the  precincts  of  his  natal  spot, 

Sad  mournful  clunax  of  the  exile's  lot — 

There  he  beholds,  with  sadness  and  surprise. 

The  many  changes  now  that  meet  his  eyes — 

How  strange  and  altered  !  all  around  seem  new  ; 

Now  stands  the  mansion  where  the  hawthorn  grew ; 

Wliile  streets  appear  where  cattle  oft  had  grazed  ; 

Wliere  stood  the  oak,  the  house  of  God  is  raised. 

Those  humble  homes  to  which  he  would  repair 

The  night  to  pass  and  social  pleasures  share — 

Where  are  they  now  1  no  lineament  or  trace 

Remains,  alas  !  to  mark  the  hallowed  place  : 

All  levelled  down  by  Time's  destroying  hand, 

And  in  their  room  now  others  proudly  stand. 

His  father's  cot  in  sorrow  next  he  sees. 

And  trembling  enters,  while  new  horrors  seize 

His  anxious  soul,  oppressed  with  grief  and  care  : 

For,  lo  !  what  sad  and  woful  change  is  there  ! 

None  comes  to  meet  him  with  a  welcome  kind, 

To  hear  his  tale,  or  soothe  his  troubled  mind  : 

The  social  circle  there  no  more  appears, 
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But  widely  scattered  through  a  vale  of  tears. 

The  winning  child  he  left  upon  the  knee, 

The  little  school-hoy  full  of  mirth  and  glee, 

As  birds  full  plumaged,  now  abroad  they  roam 

Through  other  scenes,  far  from  their  native  home. 

The  prattling  girl,  amused  with  little i-oys, 

Now  di'inks  the  nectar  of  connulial  joys ; 

Who,  with  her  husband,  sighed  a  sad  adieu, 

Life  in  far  distant  regions  to  ])ursue. 

His  parents  mingle  with  their  kindred  clay, 

"Which  wounds  afresh,  and  deepens  his  dismay. 

A  race  uidcnown  now  occupy  the  cot, 

"Who  at  him  stare,  and  own  they  know  him  not : 

While  in  the  streets  few  can  he  recognise 

Among  the  groups  that  meet  his  wondering  eyes. 

Of  this  new  race  he  takes  a  calm  survey. 

Sees  here  and  there  the  heail  of  silver  grey. 

Faint  recollects  the  features  of  the  sage. 

Though  frail  and  tottering  off  this  mortal  stage. 

Ah,  mournful  change  !  how  much  he  feels  alone — 

All  his  acquaintance  and  companions  gone  ; 

Some  nipped  by  death,  the  others  squandered  wide 

Upon  life's  ocean's  ever-changing  tide. 

WTien  comes  the  welcome,  peaceful  Sabbath  round. 

He  hears  the  bell's  all-soft,  inviting  sound. 

That  oft  him  summoned  to  the  house  of  prayer, 

Led  by  parental  tenderness  and  care  ; 

Again  he  visits  now  the  hallowed  place, 

But  vainly  looks  to  recognise  a  face. 

The  priest  has  changed  the  pulpit  for  the  tomb, 
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And  there  another  fills  his  sacred  room  ; 

There  he  beholds,  ranged  in  the  seats,  no  more 

His  trusty  comrades  of  the  days  of  yore  ', 

And  sees,  alas  !  with  pain  and  sorrow  new, 

His  honoured  father's  old  frequented  pew — 

Where  oft  they  met,  and  thither  Godward  came, 

In  meek  devotion,  to  adore  his  name — 

Possessed  by  otliers  strange  and  far  remote. 

Reflection  owning  now  she  knows  them  not. 

But,  lastly,  see  him,  deep  in  dread  dismay, 

The  lonely  churchyard  next  a  visit  pay. 

To  muse  alone,  to  heave  the  bitter  sigh, 

O'er  sleeping  thousands,  that  oblivious  lie. 

Each  stone  he  sees,  its  brief  inscription  reads ; 

Sad  in  his  heart :  how  recollection  bleeds. 

As  o'er  his  sod- wrapt  friends  he  softly  treads. 

And  many  a  tear  of  heartfelt  sorrow  sheds 

For  pleasures  vanished  and  for  ever  gone. 

Like  snows  dissolved  Avhen  April's  breath  has  bloAvn ! 

At  last  he  eyes  his  parents'  burial  mound. 

That  heart-enshrined,  that  sainted  spot  of  ground  ; 

And  o'er  the  mossy  stone,  by  Time  decayed, 

Sad  mourns  the  havoc  the  destroyer  made  ; 

There,  deep  in  anguish,  drops  anew  the  tear 

Of  filial  love  and  sympathy  sincere  ; 

In  faith,  with  eyes  uplifted  to  his  God, 

He  bows  submissive  to  his  chastening  rod ; 

"With  hope  anticipates  the  final  day. 

When  conquered  Death  shall  render  back  his  prey — 

When  earth  and  ocean,  at  this  dreadful  hour. 
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Shall  hear  the  fiat,  and  their  mUlions  pour  ; 
Then  sliall  he  meet,  no  separation  feared, 
With  those  wliom  nature  to  his  soul  endeared, 
In  regions  glowing  with  eternal  spring. 
Whose  hallowed  scenes  with  endless  praises  ring- 
WHiere  sweets  unnumbered  ever  clust'ring  grow, 
And  living  waters  clear  as  crystal  flow — 
Where  they  shall  dwell  for  ever,  and  refine, 
In  endless  knowledge,  truth,  and  grace  divine. 
Blessed  consummation,  crowning  all  desires  ! 
He  sighs  in  hope,  and  from  the  spot  retires. 

ON  THE  DEATH  OF  T.  J.,  ESQUIRE. 

•yVf' HIS  morn,  alas!  another  shock, 
<lJ^     Enough  to  melt  a  heart  o'  rock. 
For  just  as  yon  auld  crazy  clock 

Had  whispered  ane. 
Death  loud  at  Tammy's  door  did  knock. 

And  aff  him  taen, 

Frac  a'  his  joys  and  sorrows  here, 
His  troubles  lang,  and  pains  severe  ; 
Tliat  sauut  and  sinner,  far  and  near, 

"Without  gainsay. 
Can  vouch  their  like  did  ne'er  appear 

Sin'  Herod's  day. 

Ye  sons  o'  Justice,  ane  and  a', 
O  mourn  your  elder  brother's  fa'; 
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Weel  may  your  backs  be  at  the  wa', 

Ye'll  sadly  see 
Hoo  sic  an  oracle  o'  law 

Can  wanted  be. 

Lament,  ye  gentry  o'  the  chase, 
And  a'  ye  lovers  o'  a  race  : 
He  was  o'  a'  your  core  tlie  ace 

For  mony  a  year, 
Then  o'er  his  memory  pour,  alas  ! 

A  kindred  tear. 

"Weep,  a'  ye  gossips  and  gallants, 
In  private  dens  and  public  haunts, 
Ye've  lost  your  king  :  a  warld  o'  wants, 

Ye  ken  ower  weel, 
At  a'  your  dinners,  balls,  and  rants 

Ye  noo  maun  feel. 

But,  ah  !  Eeligion,  dinna  mourn ; 

Thy  standard  ne'er  by  him  was  borne — 

Thy  priests  and  saunts  he  laughed  to  scorn, 

Whate'er  their  creed. 
And  fain  thy  holy  wreath  wad  torn 

Frae  aff  their  head. 

Sae  whare  he's  gane,  wi'  a'  his  sneers, 
His  taunts,  and  mocks,  and  witty  jeers, 
Lord  knows  ;  still  mony  hae  their  fears, 

And  I  amang  'em, 
He's  taen  the  left — if  not,  some  swears 

The  diel  he'U  wrang  him. 
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'JPJ^  AIL,  blessed  turn!  ecstatic  change  of  things  ! 
yQjtf     Transporting  era!  rapt  Isaiah  sings, 
AVTien  the  lone  desert  and  the  pathless  waste, 
The  howling  wilderness  by  savage  paced, 
"WTiere  hordes  degraded  grope  in  moral  night, 
And  Superstition  reigns  with  sceptred  right. 
Where  deeds  of  darkness,  cruelty,  and  rage. 
Revenge  and  death,  the  human  fiend  engage. 
Shall  all  the  sweets  of  Lebanon  assume. 
Like  Carmel  blossom,  and  as  Sharon  bloom, 
Yea,  richly  glow  in  Eden-like  array. 
Nursed  by  the  smiles  of  pure,  unclouded  day  ; 
While  everpvhere  shall  gloriously  appear 
The  flowing  stream,  the  pool  as  crystal  clear, 
No  prowling  lion  shall  those  scenes  pervade, 
Nor  reeds  and  rushes  lend  the  dragon  shade ; 
But  gentle  Peace,  all  lovely  and  divine, 
Sliall  spread  her  blessings  sacred  and  benign, 
Uland,  rich,  impartial,  free,  and  unconfined, 
O'er  every  cast  and  colour  of  our  kind. 
One  common  weal  shall  every  bosom  fire, 
And  true  philanthropy  each  soul  inspire. 
Strength  from  on  high  the  weak  shall  then  obtain, 
The  feeble  knees  their  wonted  powers  regain. 
The  fearful  heart  new  energies  receive. 
And  doubt  no  more,  but  faithfully  believe  ; 
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Those  eyes  that  once  were  sealed  in  moral  niglit 
Shall  gladly  open  on  the  cheering  light ; 
The  deaf  shall  hear,  tlie  dumb  with  joy  shall  sing, 
"  The  halt  and  maimed  away  their  crutches  fling." 
All  shall  rejoice  in  this  auspicious  time, 
As  Clirist  shall  rule  the  world  from  clime  to  clime. 
Then  all  submission  to  His  sway  shall  yield. 
And  see  in  Him  their  guide  and  only  shield, 
Their  ground  of  hope,  salvation's  corner-stone. 
And  on  no  other  buUd  than  Him  alone  ; 
Flock  to  His  banner,  it  with  joy  surround, 
There  pour  theu-  hymns  of  gratitude  profound, 
Whose  incense  sweet  shall  everywhere  arise 
Beneath  the  spacious  concave  of  the  skies. 
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fj;^  LL  hail,  my  worthy,  witty  Blair ! 
0,  while  I  hae  an  hour  to  spare, 
I'U  string  my  auld  Scotch  harp  ance  mair, 

Wi'  muckle  glee, 
In  spite  o'  ilka  cross  and  care, 

My  friend,  to  thee. 

I'U  ne'er  forget  that  dowie  day, 
By  a'  that's  gude  my  heart  was  wae. 
When  frae  Lasswade  I  cam  away. 
To  sojourn  here ; 
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Then  let  me  now  a  tribute  pay 

To  friendship  dear. 

I  canna  boast  I  gat  your  letter, 
But  still  I  own  mysel'  your  debtor, 
And  vow  in  future  to  be  better. 

On  black  and  white  ; 
Still  wha  amid  this  clitter-clatter 
Can  ere  indite  1 

"Wee  bairnies  Avhinging  through  the  house, 
On  clashes  women's  tongues  let  loose, 
Til  suit  my  chaste,  retirin'  Muse  : 

In  vu'tue's  wedlock, 
I'd  gie  the  devils  which  they  choose, 
A  rape  or  padlock. 

But,  thank  my  stars,  I  proud  disclose  it, 

I'm  snugly  cogin  i'  the  closet. 

Hoo  last  ye  noo  1  the  warld,  hoo  goes  it  1 

Let  me  inquire  : 
Thy  weelfare,  Blair,  and  Heaven  knows  it, 

Much  I  desire. 

God  bless  your  basket  and  your  stock, 
And  be  your  guide,  your  shield,  and  rock  ] 
And  doubly  blest,  without  a  joke, 

Soon  may  ye  be  ; 
For  0  your  little  cherub  flock 

Fain  wad  I  see  ! 
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Hear  what  ye've  aften  heard  afore  : 
0  gie  your  rants  and  gossips  o'er, 
And  tak  a  rib  out  o'  the  core 

0'  yon  braw  Misses  ; 
Ye'll  find  ane  licensed  worth  a  score 

0'  lawless  kisses. 

Tae  a'  your  hums  and  ha  s,  confusion  : 
I've  come  to  this  sublime  conclusion, 
That  bachelleerin's  but  delusion ; 

And  this  ye'll  say. 
Gin  this  preceptive,  kind  effusion 

Be  thrawn  away. 

Think  hoo  auld  age,  without  a  liame. 
And  crazed  and  donar'd,  youth  may  blame. 
And  0  the  sin,  the  crj^g  shame. 

My  Bob,  disdain, 
Of  nane  ahint  to  bear  your  name. 

When  ye  are  gane. 

Forgie  sic  freedom — weel  I  mean  ; 
We've  had  eneuch  o't  now,  my  frien': 
As  for  mysel'  I'U  no  compleen, 

0  Heaven  be  thanket ! 
For  mercies  great  to  me  hae  been 

Profusely  grantet. 

Though  Fortune,  that  capricious  jade, 
At  times  has  rather  used  me  bad. 
And  garr'd  me  look  baith  soor  and  sad. 
Despite  endeavours, 
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And  a'  the  wily  plans  I  laid 

To  catch  her  favours. 

But  deil  me  care,  e'en  let  her  keep  them, 
Or  in  auld  Styx  for  ever  steep  them, 
Or  on  her  brainless  minions  heap  them, 

Puir,  feckless  crew  ; 
Wi'  health  and  hands  I  scorn  to  seek  tliem, 

This  nicht  I  vow. 

An  honest  fame  let  me  inherit, 
;My  bite  and  Ijirsel  let  me  spare  it, 
A  neebor's  burden  let  me  bear  it. 

And  dight  the  tear 
Frae  pity's  cheeks,  and  humble  merit 

Raise  and  revere. 

Such  are  the  glories  o'  the  mind, 
The  real  distinctions  o'  our  kind  ; 
The  joys  they  yield  are  sae  refined 

Frae  a'  alloy. 
Unlike  mean  Mammon's,  base  and  blind. 

They  never  cloy. 

Though  ye  may  think  it  rather  hard — 
Believe  me,  I'm  a  moral  bard — 
That  virtue  is  her  ane  reward 

To  her  possessor, 
E'en  if  this  life  had  nae  regard 

To  its  successor. 
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This  Seneca,  that  sage  o'  yore, 
"Wi'  Cicero,  and  many  more, 
Maintained,  but  I  could  name  a  score 

0'  modern  date. 
Whose  happy  lives  examples  bore 

0'  ^yhat  I  state. 

But,  sir,  I've  nae  intent  to  preach. 

Far  less  a  wit  like  you  to  teach ; 

God  knows  that  far  transcends  my  reach, 

Wi'  a'  my  airts  ; 
Then  let  me  only,  I  beseech, 

Admire  thy  parts. 

iStrange  how  a'  kindred  spirits  feel 

An  interest  in  ilk  ither's  weal ; 

But  he  wha  sports  dame  Jfature's  seal, 

'Boon  a'  discovers, 
A  sympathy  and  heart  mair  leal 

Than  ony  brother's. 

Unskill'd  in  metaphysic's  laws. 
And  a'  their  subtle  whirliwhas, 
I've  aften  stammered  hoo  the  cause 

I  might  unriddle ; 
Syne  frae  Castilia  guessed  it  was 

A  wee  bit  dribble. 

Whase  sacred  social  powers  ye  ken, 
Thrice  favoured  Blair,  thou  pick  o'  men, 

o 
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Tlie  glowin*  numbers  o'  thy  pen, 

Briglit  liae  they  slione  ; 

To  Mess  tlie  iiichts  we'd  merry  spen' 
Wi'  poet  Jolm. 

AMiat  ■\vud  I  gic  ancc  mair  ■wi'  you 
Sic  liappy  scenes  now  to  renew  !  - 
Though  little  cash  I  hae,  'tis  true, 

Yet  a'  should  gang ; 
SjTie  o'er  our  wee  drap  mountain  dew 

"We'd  croon  our  sang. 

I'm  fidgin'  fain — my  word  believe  it — 

To  preo  again  Cook's  filmed  Glenlivet, 

Or  Lucky  Sheppard's,  when  she'll  give  it — 

Ye  ken  her  Islay ; 
And  then  the  Muse  we'd  canty  scrieve  it, 

My  rhymin'  Billy. 

And  crack  o'  Burns  and  Tannahill, 

IVi'  a'  our  bright  poetic  skill : 

0'  Byron,  Campbell,  Pope,  our  fill, 

Whom  fame  has  crowned  ; 
And  mony  mair  frae  gill  to  gill. 

The  hail  niglit  round. 

Till  then  farewell,  my  canty  Blair  ; 
Torgie  my  freedom,  foul  or  fair, 
For  whan  I  yoke  I  dinna  spare 

The  hill  to  speel ; 
Sae  now,  guid  nicht  adieu  I — na  mair 

Frae  brother  SteeL 
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ET  other  bards  on  wings  of  fancy  rove — 
)^o  Through  foreign  regions  track  their  devious  ways, 
And  sing  each  flow'ry  dell  and  myrtled  grove — 
Like  florid  Thomson  pour  seraj)hic  praise  : 

With  Milton  talk  of  aromatic  bowers 
Nursed  by  eternal  summer's  genial  glow, 

"Where  waves  the  pine,  the  mellow  orange  towers, 
And  mantling  vines  in  rich  jirofusion  grow  : 

Or,  in  the  ardour  of  j)oetic  fire, 

On  every  fairy  landscape  may  they  dwell, 

On  towers  and  temples'  ruins,  which  inspire 
The  soul  with  sadness,  and  her  tumults  quell. 

'Tis  nought  to  me !  I'll  sing  of  Scotia  dear, 

Her  heath-clad  mountains  and  her  lovely  plains — 

Each  valley,  grove,  and  pebbled  stream  revere. 
And  to  her  classic  woodlands  pour  my  strains. 

All  teems  with  story  of  a  bygone  age — 
Each  sod  enAvraps  a  hero  bold  and  brave, 

"Wlio  glorious  flourished  on  life's  warlike  stage, 
His  country's  freedom,  honour,  rights  to  save  ; 

"Wlien  foul  invasion,  as  the  simoom  blast 
Or  fierce  volcanoe,  menaced  everyT\diere 
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The  lives  and  homes,  and  liopes  of  every  cast 
"With  sweeping  death,  destruction,  and  despair. 

All !  where  like  Roslin  shall  the  wandering  Muse 

The  vestal  breath  of  insj)iration  hale  ; 
"Wniat  through  the  care-struck  heart  cfui  joy  diffuse. 

If  these  enchanting  sylvan  glories  fail  1 

"What  art  can  touch  tlieir  Eden-borrowed  glow  1 
Or  verse  yon  vales  and  craggy  steeps  portray, 

Swept  by  the  classic  Esk's  nieand'ring  flow, 
Immortalised  by  many  a  melting  lay  1 

Oil  hallowed  scenes  !  embalmed  in  every  heart, 
"Which  love  of  country,  freedom  ever  swayed  ; 

"Where  bannered  patriots  rallied  in  war's  art. 

And  championed  death  and  danger  blade  to  blade  ; 

"Where  brave  heroic  "Wallace  waved  on  high 
His  sword,  avenging  in  his  country's  cause — 

For  her  resolved  to  conquer  or  to  die. 
Abjuring  Edward's  vile  despotic  laws. 

Nor  shall  the  dauntless  Eraser  be  forgot, 

Brave  SomerviUe  and  Lockhart's  deathless  fame  ; 

The  laurels  here  the  fearless  Cummin  sought, 
Tbe  glory  that  enslirined  a  Sinclair's  name. 

In  Scotia's  tale  these  guardian  angels  shine, 

Presiding  over  sacred  Freedom's  van, 
Triumjihing  glorious  in  her  cause  divine — 

The  cause  of  God,  of  nature,  and  of  man. 
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Imagine  in  "bright  chivalric  array, 

All  panoplied,  these  champions  of  our  land, 

Each  on  his  trusty  steed,  at  dawn  of  day, 

'Gainst  leagued  oppression  lead  his  kilted  band. 

Ah  !  well  their  foes  the  onset  might  deplore  ; 

0  heavenis  eternity !   0  fatal  hour  ! 
Revenge  seemed  glutted — Death  could  do  no  more 

With  his  relentless  devastating  power. 

On,  on,  they  rushed,  Avith  fierce  and  furious  yell, 
With  brandished  sword  and  crimson-gleaming  spear; 

As  wheat  before  the  sickle,  thousands  fell ; 
The  others  fled  in  anarchy  and  fear. 

Chased  by  the  sweeping  whirlwind  of  the  brave 
Across  yon  verdant,  then  a  carnaged  plain, 

Where  horse  and  rider  met  a  common  grave, 
Earth  groaned  beneath  the  burden  of  the  slain. 

While  those  escaping  in  disorder  flew, 
Fierce  goaded  by  the  demon  of  despair. 

To  force  yon  pass  maintained  by  Cummin  true, 
Regardless  of  the  fate  that  slumbered  there. 

But,  ah !  that  flight,  how  terrible  indeed  I 

Destruction  yawned  before  them — Death  behind ; 

O'er  yonder  rocks  both  cavalier  and  steed 
Fell  as  the  leaves  when  drifted  by  the  wind. 

Some  dashed  in  pieces,  others  mangled  lay, 
A  groaning  mass  of  ruin,  death,  and  gloom  ; 
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While  scores,  amid  tlic  morning's  sable  grey, 
Found  in  the  fatal  Linn  a  watery  tomb. 

0  dread  catastrophe,  dilemma  dire, 

^Mxich  taught  the  bold  De  Segrave  last  to  yield. 
And  beg  from  Wallace  refuge  from  tKo  ire, 

"NMiose  deadly  thunders  loud  and  louder  pealed. 

The  mangled  residue  in  horror  saw 

Uesistance  and  escape  alike  in  vain. 
Threw  doAvn  their  arms  to  Scotia's  king  and  law, 

And  thus  surrendered,  mercy  to  obtain. 

Eut  short  the  truce,  deceitful  as  the  smUc 
Of  wintry  sun  before  the  coming  blast  : 

On  Confrcy  rushed,  their  triumph  to  beguile — 
Again  to  arms  !  the  circling  watchword  passed. 

From  troop  to  troop  with  talismanic  powers, 
Then  Avaved  a  thousand  swords  again  on  high  ; 

"While  arrows  flew  in  death-commissioned  showers. 
Till  piles  of  carnage  rose  beneath  the  eye. 

'Twas  here  brave  Wallace,  with  his  chosen  band, 
Through  rank  and  file  victorious  cleared  their  way. 

And,  like  destroying  angels,  sword  in  hand. 
Spread  death  and  ruin,  terror  and  dismay. 

Dire  w'as  the  conflict,  horrible  the  scene, 
In  mortal  combat  host  encountered  host  ; 

Eovenge  and  death  their  weapons  rendered  keen. 
And  do  or  die  each  faitliful  to  his  post. 
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Eut  here  again  presiding  Mars  decreed 

Anotlier  gem  for  Freedom's  liallowed  crown  : 

From  yonder  glen  the  Scotch  reserve  in  speed 
Closed  on  their  foes,  in  cohimns  cut  them  down. 

The  shattered  remnant,  hafQed  and  dismayed, 
In  wild  disorder  from  the  scene  withdrew, 

And  scoured  yon  plains  the  carnage  to  evade — 
As  sheep  hefore  devouring  wolves  they  flew, 

And  o'er  yon  rocks  in  headlong  fury  fell, 
In  mangled  masses  ere  they  were  aware ; 

Aoid  the  red  current  murmured  through  the  dell 
Tliree  days,  wliich  told  the  dreadful  havoc  there. 

Here  Confrey  also  shared  a  kindred  fate, 
And  lay  entombed  amidst  a  sea  of  gore, 

Crestfallen  among  those,  with  soul  elate. 
He  proud  commanded  but  a  breath  before. 

Thus,  though  the  foes  of  our  beloved  land 

Again  were  vanquished,  scattered  and  undone, 

Fresh  toils  and  troubles  rose  on  every  hand, 
Another  prize  was  destined  to  be  won. 

Two  crowning  conquests  they  already  gained, 
Brave,  undismayed  there  to  a  man  they  stood, 

Firm  as  a  rock  their  honoured  cause  maintained, 
'Midst  storms  of  anarchy  and  seas  of  blood. 

Upon  that  dreadful  memorable  day. 

Despite  these  triumphs,  gloriously  secured, 
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Tlirougli  woods  and  -svilds  they  trudged  their  pathless 
way, 
Tin  by  fell  inanition  overpowered. 

Here  princely  Sinclair,  emulous  to  shine 

As  benefactor  of  that  noble  band. 
In  flowing  goblets  circled  round  the  wine, 

And  other  meads  dealt  with  a  bounteous  hand. 

AVhOe  martial  eloquence  in  volumes  rose 

From  gathered  chieftains  who  harangued  the  brave, 

To  further  triumph  o'er  exulting  foes, 
Abjuring  all  attempting  to  enslave. 

Here  also  stood  the  patriotic  prior. 

Who,  eulogising,  blessed  the  list'ning  throng — 
Urged,  in  th."?  name  of  Heaven,  both  son  and  sire 

On  foiil  oppression  to  avenge  their  -wrong  : 

"  To  buckle  on  their  armour,  and  defend 
The  cause  and  honour  of  the  King  of  kings  ; 

That  on  this  step  their  freedom  would  depend. 
The  rights  and  blessings  independence  brings. 

"  Your  king,  your  country  plundered  and  oppressed, 
Your  friends  and  families  summon  you  to  rise ; 

Faith  be  your  breastplate,  do  or  die  your  crest ; 
0  list,"  he  added,  "  to  such  claims  and  ties." 

But  ere  he  finished,  on  Cairnethy's  height 
The  holy  Cross  in  ambient  glory  shone. 

Inspiring  valour,  augured  all  was  right. 
And  signalled  still  to  conquest  to  go  on. 
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Then  in  the  distance,  proudly  on  the  view, 

Appeared  bold  J^eville  with  his  bannered  host : 

To  arms,  to  arms,  again  they  boldly  flew, 
And  yonder  met  the  foe,  to  Edward's  cost. 

To  vengeance  new  both  armies  fierce  disposed, 
Their  troops,  as  maddened  billows  of  the  main 

"When  lashed  by  tempest,  on  each  other  closed, 
With  sword  and  spear  and  battle-axe  again. 

Amid  the  bustling  din  the  pibroch  pealed, 

And  clamoured  with  the  yells  of  triumph  there, 

While  parting  groans  and  tears  and  sighs  revealed 
A  scene  of  carnage,  havoc,  and  desjjair. 

Por  vengeance  rolled  her  devastating  flood 
O'er  Scotia's  haughty  and  exulting  foe  ; 

Long  flamed  the  sword  there  in  the  strife  of  blood — 
Death  followed  death,  as  blow  succeeded  blow. 

And  here  again  the  desolating  blade 

Of  dauntless  W^allace  swept  whole  ranks  away ; 
On  right  and  left,  in  wreck  and  ruin  laid 

The  flower  of  England  on  that  dreadful  day. 

J5ut  in  the  zenith  of  Herculean  power, 

Plodding  through  blood  to  freedom  and  to  fame, 

Here  fell  his  steed  in  that  untoward  hour. 
While  haughty  ]N"eville  up  exulting  came. 

■On  lightning's  wing,  with  vengeance  in  his  eye, 
Fierce  as  a  thousand  furies  forth  he  flew, 
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Wic'kliug  his  blood-stained  battlc-axo  on  liigl), 
To  level  Scotia's  hero  stanch  and  true. 

But  Heav'u,  that  ever  eyes  and  shields  thi;  brave. 
Though  death  and  peiil  menace  and  abound, 

.Stretched  forth  his  arm  omnipotent  to  save  ; 
Thus  peerless  valour  ample  succours  found. 

As  Sincliiir  with  liis  chosen  few  advanced, 
And  circled  round  him  as  a  wall  of  fire, 

Soon  on  another  charger  there  he  pranced. 
Dealing  destruction  with  avenging  ire. 

On  right  and  left  bold  Neville  was  assailed, 
But  like  a  shattered  bark  at  length  gave  way 

Before  the  stemless  tide  which  here  prevailed — 
A  tide  of  blood,  of  terror,  and  dismay. 

Though  broke  the  lines,  troops  scattered  here  and  there,. 

Yet  they  again  assumed  a  partial  form, 
And  host  on  host  once  more  were  brought  to  bear, 

In  all  the  dreadful  vengeance  of  the  storm. 


'o^ 


At  length,  as  bends  the  oak  beneath  the  blast. 
The  English  yielded  to  impending  fate  ; 

In  Avild  confusion  fled  they  at  the  last. 
As  fugitives  before  the  good  and  great ; 

Expecting  all  by  flight  a  pass  to  find. 

Then  to  the  eastward  of  yon  spreading  plain. 

And  thus  gain  refuge  from  the  storm  behind  ; 
But  all  anticipation  proved  in  vain. 
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Then  rushed  our  heroes  on  their  vanquished  foes — 

Relentless  fury  glared  in  every  eye ; 
Deaf  to  the  calls  for  quarter  that  arose, 

The  woods  returned  their  dying  -u'ail  and  cry. 

While  hundreds  o'er  yon  precipices  flew, 

"Who  at  the  base  a  mangled  ruin  lay  ; 
And  there  remained  of  freedom's  foes  but  few 

To  tell  the  tidings  of  that  dismal  day, 

None  had  escaped  the  all-devouring  storm 
That  raged  and  ravaged  with  resistless  power, 

Had  not  their  leaders,  with  humane  decorum, 
Then  checked  the  carnage  of  that  dreadful  hour ; 

And  thus  allowed  the  hapless  hence  to  fly, 
Like  Lot  away  from  Sodom's  fiery  doom, 

Eewailing  their  defeat  with  many  a  sigh, 

Disgraced,  dishonoured,  sunk  in  hopeless  gloom. 

But  years  and  ages  since  have  passed  away, 

And  slu'ouded  in  their  flight  those  scenes  of  gore  ; 

All  feudal  strifes  and  quarrels,  where  are  they  ? 
The  braying  trumpet,  the  tumultuous  roar  1 

The  clang  of  arms,  the  bustling  to  and  fro. 

When  hostile  bands  in  bannered  pomp  appear  ; 

The  shouts  of  triumph  and  the  plaints  of  woe 
N"o  more  arrest  the  ]\Iuse  that  linrjers  here. 


o^ 


Where  Scotia's  heroes,  bulwarks  of  her  name, 
Her  pride,  her  glory,  with  their  laurelled  brow, 
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Wliose  scorpion-scourges  lashed  Oppression  tame, 
And  sceptred  Tyranny  compelled  to  bow  1 

"What  though  their  dust  to  dust  hath  long  returned, 
Tliough  lost  their  forms  as  buhhles  on  the  wave  ? 

Their  hallowed  names  in  glory  bright  have  burned 
Through  ages,  and  shall  triumph  o'er  the  grave. 

What  though  no  piles  of  sculptured  beauty  rise, 

A  nation's  gratitude  to  image  forth  ] 
A  nation's  heart  can  best  immortalise — 

The  only  lasting  tribute  to  their  worth. 

How  changed  these  scenes  where  frequent  have  they 
trod. 

In  all  the  glory  of  victorious  power  ! 
"Where  thousands  bravely  rallied  at  their  nod, 

And  faced  in^■asion  in  her  darkest  hour. 

All  is  a  blank,  a  wilderness,  a  waste — 
Oblivion  here  erects  her  ebon  throne  ; 

"Where,  in  the  A\Teck  of  ages,  can  be  traced 

The  power  and  splendour  once  on  lioslin  shone  1 

Ifo  faint  memorial  tells  where  once  it  stood  ; 

A  motley  village  bears  the  honoured  name, 
Since  regal  vengeance,  as  a  fiery  flood, 

In  ashes  laid  that  town  of  antique  fame. 

Thou  hoary  ruin,  cruinliling  in  decay, 
The  prey  of  kindreil  fury  and  of  years, 

1^0  more  thy  portals  wulcome  in  the  gay — 
The  princely  retinue  no  more  ajipears. 
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In  thee  what  solitude  and  silence  now  ! 

The  sighing  winds  the  lonely  thistles  wave — 
The  broom  and  hrier  in  homage  seem  to  bow, 

And  weep  o'er  wrecked  magnificence  the  grave. 

Where  now  the  trains  of  conquering  heroes,  where 
Oft  met  within  thy  once  resplendent  halls  1 

All  fled  as  dreams  :  the  owl  her  home  has  there, 
And  hoots  in  sorrow  to  thy  naked  walls. 

Where,  too,  the  revelry,  the  laugh,  and  song — 
The  fairy  dance,  where  fashion  used  to  float — 

The  swelling  music  that  inspired  the  throng  1 
Here  all  are  evanescent,  all  forgot. 

Approach  with  reverence.  Folly,  and  be  wise — 
To  Wisdom's  gi-ave  monitions  here  attend  ; 

Pride  and  Ambition  bow  in  tears  and  sighs. 
And  recognise  your  vanity  and  end. 

Ye  sons  of  pleasure,  fashion,  wealth,  and  fame, 

'Mid  Fortune's  smiles,  on  wheels  of  splendour  hurled. 

Here  learn  that  these  are  but  an  empty  name — 
Life  but  a  dream,  a  shadow  b;it  the  world. 

In  pleasing  sorrow  let  me  linger  here, 
And  breathe  to  Solitude  my  tale  of  wo  ; 

Thy  classic  scenes,  0  Eoslin,  I  revere — 
They  wizard  fancy  still  where'er  I  go. 

With  awe  to  thee,  thou  venerable  dome, 
And  reverential  homage,  now  I  turn ; 
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Whose  ruined  grandeur's  deep  ins])iring  gloom 
In  silent  accents  seems  to  bid  me  mourn. 

Anil  -where  the  Avorshipper  without  a  sigh, 
While  musing  o'er  tliy  grey  corroded  walls, 

Where  nameless  sculpture  fascinates  thO:  eye, 
Whose  mangled  elegance  the  heart  api)als  1 

Thy  figured  glories  tunc  hath  long  elfaced — 
Thy  towers  and  turrets  blasted  and  decayed. 

And  changed  thee  to  a  melancholy  waste — 

The  swallow's  dwelling,  and  the  bat's  lone  shade. 

Though  sport  of  accident,  of  years  the  prey, 
Hail !  hallowed  relic,  wonder  of  the  age, 

Whose  frowning  ruins  mournfully  betray 
Eeforming  fury  and  fanatic  rage. 

Ah  !  stern  thy  fate — in  vain  a  Cochran's  care. 
Who  nobly  strove  to  shield  thee  from  that  hour 

Wliich  spoiled  Avhat  spoiling  Hertford  deigned  to  sjjare, 
Despite  the  mandate  of  imiJerial  power. 

W^here  now  thy  altars,  rich  in  regal  state, 

WTicre  knelt  in  homage  Scotia's  lovely  Queen, 

Encircled  by  the  brave,  the  good,  and  great, 
And  heroes  jianoplied  in  warlike  sheen  ] 

Demolished  quite  by  that  ignoble  band, 
No  vestige  marks  their  consecrated  place  ; 

The  holy  Twelve  no  more  like  serajihs  stand 
'Midst  pillared  grandeur  of  unrivalled  grace. 
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Yes  !  dim  and  desolate  thy  courts  appear, 

Where,  slumbering,  rest  the  brave  untrophied  dead, 

Whose  viewless  shades  in  dreadful  concert  here 
Plit  through  thy  gloomy  aisles  with  noiseless  tread. 

Thy  priests  and  people  time  hath  swept  away. 

The  prince,  the  hero-patriot  of  yore  ; 
The  plain,  the  poHshed,  and  the  grave  and  gay 

In  wonted  worship  mingle  here  no  more. 

To  imaged  saints  the  knee  hath  ceased  to  bow — 

Here  matin  orisons  no  more  ascend 
In  sacred  homage  to  the  Virgin  now, 

ISTor  pealing  vespers  in  devotion  blend. 

Within  thy  ruefid.  cells  and  shades  profound. 
Where  the  grim  monk,  in  sacerdotal  weeds, 

By  gnilt,  and  crime,  and  terror  circled  round, 
And  Penance,  pouring  forth  her  ruthless  deeds. 

No  tearless  anguish  lifts  the  wailing  eye 

To  holy  fraud,  and  breathes  the  tale  sincere — 

"No  bleeding  hearts  for  absolution  sigh, 

Not  fresh  indulgence  asked  nor  granted  here. 

The  curtain's  dropped — the  theatre  stands  alone — 
Scenes,  acts,  and  actors  in  oblivion  laid ; 

Here  all  is  o'er,  for  ever  past  and  gone, 
Fled  like  the  baseless  fabric  of  a  shade. 

Though  now,  with  deep  reluctance  and  regret, 
Thy  humid  cells  and  courts  I  bid  adieu — 
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Their  grave  instructions  can  the  heart  forget, 
If  once  it  but  their  power  and  pathos  knew  ? 

How  vain  are  volumes  here  tlie  ^luse  to  teach, 
To  lure  to  virtue  and  inspire  her  lays, 

Compared  with  these  dumb  monitors,  that  preach 
Their  sober  homilies  a  thousand  ways  ! 

Heaven  !  wliile  I  wander  through  life's  thorny  waste. 
Where  care,  and  vanity,  and  vice  ensnare. 

Grant  from  the  soul  their  truths  be  ne'er  effaced. 
But  treasured  up  as  precious  jewels  there. 

Then  fare  thee  well,  to  me  thrice  hallowed  fane  ! 

Adieu,  ye  flowery  glens  and  sylvan  shades, 
Eve's  dusky  mantle  now  enrobes  the  plain, 

And  on  the  view  the  classic  landscape  fades. 
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'yYT'HOU  glorious  mirror  of  the  Deity  ! 
«lX^     Hail !  Virtue,  hail !  however  here  attired  ; 
The  cot,  the  palace,  are  alike  to  thee. 
Diffusive  as  the  light,  and  ever  free. 
"Who  are  save  self-excluded  from  thy  pale  1 
Source  of  all  good,  supreme  to  be  desired. 
As  dust  with  thee,  a  world  is  in  the  scale  ; 
Native  of  realms  where  angels  had  their  birth. 
Uniting  God  with  man,  and  heaven  with  earth. 
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Oh  truth  suhlime  I  despite  that  blight  -sve  know, 
"Which  paled  an  Eden's  once  immortal  hloom, 
"What  sweet  memorials  of  its  genial  glow, 
And  pristine  splendour,  mark  we  here  below, 
la  Vu'tue's  presence,  sacred  and  divine. 
Circling  in  lucid  halos  to  the  tomb  ! 
The  heads  of  those  whose  memories  shall  shine 
As  lights,  to  generations  yet  unborn, 
Whose  hearts  and  lives  humanity  adorn. 

But  ah  !  how  brief  on  earth  the  best  career  ! 
A  moment,  and  the  meteor's  flash  is  o'er. 
All  is  but  change  and  separation  here, 
Howe'er  esteemed,  and  to  each  other  dear ; 
As  shadows,  hence  Ave  fleeting  pass  away, 
Our  absence  leaving  others  to  deplore, 
"Who  Nature's  debt  in  turn  alike  must  pay ; 
Pre-doo2ued  are  all :  life,  even  at  the  best, 
Eeminds  us  daily  this  is  not  our  rest, 

"What  desolation  ever  and  anon  ! 
Again  we  mourn  the  ravages  of  fate: 
The, worthy  and  the  excellent  are  gone, 
And  Heaven  with  usury  resmned  His  own ; 
"True  to  the  End,"  and  to  her  God  endeared, 
0  brilliant  model  of  the  tnily  great ! 
Wherever  known,  regretted  and  revered ; 
Long  bright  emblazoned  on  the  roU  of  Fame, 
Shall  flourish  her  thrice  venerable  name. 

H 
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Though  IjlesseJ  witli  all  that  affluence  could  ensure, 
"With  melting  symj)uthy  lier  bosom  glowed 
Towards  the  liapless,  the  iniirm,  and  poor, 
Whose  comfort  w;is  her  glory  to  secure ; 
For  ever  ready,  succour  to  extend, 
Her  own,  their  cause  by  nameless  deeds  she  showed, 
And  proved  of  friendless  poverty  the  friend. 
As  such,  devoted,  amiably  she  stood. 
And  passed  a  life  in  daily  doing  good. 

Her  heart  was  open  as  lier  gates  to  all, 
Xo  homeless  wanderer  implored  in  vain, 
Xor  e'er  Avas  spurned  gaunt  Famine's  moving  call, 
From  tlie  Avell-known  and  hospitable  hall, 
Where  ragged  A\Tetchedness  and  helpless  age, 
The  widow,  fatherless,  and  orphan  train, 
Were  sure  her  deep  compassion  to  engage  ; 
Tea,  found  calamity,  of  every  form. 
There  in  lier  pity  refuge  from  the  storm. 

How  many,  here  her  bounty  warmed  and  clad, 
When  bleak  and  frowning  Winter  would  retui'n  ; 
INIay  o'er  the  memory  of  the  honoured  dead. 
In  sighing  unity,  devoutly  shed 
The  holy,  pearly  tribute  of  the  heart, 
,    And  deeply  now  a  modern  Dorcas  mourn ; 
Heaven,  0  let  gratitude  be  now  their  part, 
The  only  sacrifice  the  poor  can  make  : 
Long  hallowed  may  it  bum  for  Virtue's  sake. 
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Tliougli  nature  wrings  from  every  breast  the  sigh, 

We  will  not  weep  as  those  who  hopeless  weep  ; 

In  God,  0  blessed  are  the  dead  who  die  ! 

Ill  peace,  as  havened  barks,  secure  they  lie — 

All  troubles  o'er,  all  perils  passed  away. 

Dead  ! — no,  'tis  but  a  sweet  refreshing  sleep. 

Since  in  the  tomb  its  mighty  Spoiler  lay. 

Who  conquering  rose  ;  and  Avill  he  leave  his  own 

Blood-ransomed  trophies,  jewels  of  his  crown  ? 

Ah  no  !  that  Prince,  omnijDotent  to  save, 

Their  manumission  by  his  own  secured  ; 

Though  Death  may  still  his  sable  standard  wave, 

Soon  o'er  the  rayless  empire  of  the  grave 

A  glorious,  vivifying  morn  shall  rise  : 

Forth  shall  they  come,  as  gold  which  has  endured 

The  crucible,  to  wing  yon  azure  skies. 

In  bowers  of  immortality  to  dwell ; 

Hence  all  with  her  for  ever  now  is  well. 
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*'°lf  WANT  a  hero,  an  uncommon  want !" 

Jt»     So  sung  the  noble  Author  of  Don  Juan; 
Eut  I  a  subject,  and  Avith  little  cant, 

I  think  I'U  have  a  laughable  and  true  one. 
Among  the  many  of  a  daily  grant, 

I'll  pick  out  jMesmerism  as  a  new  one  ; 
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But,  gentle  reader,  let  me  lay  before  ye 
"What  follows  here,  to  introduce  my  story. 

Some  style  tlie  jircsent  as  the  favoured  age — 
The  age  of  science,  literature,  and  art ; 

This  I  confess,  and  frankly  jnust  engage 

From  conscience  in  this  truth  to  take  a  part ; 

And  inch  by  inch  a  contest  will  I  wage 
'Gainst  every  vile  ojjposing  head  and  heart, 

Wlio  dares  outrage  the  feeling  of  this  nation, 

Ey  blasting  her  great  name  and  reputation. 

For  she  is  high  in  virtue,  worth,  esteem  ; 

Her  valour,  honour,  far  transcend  all  praise  ; 
Earth's  moral  sun,  Avhoso  bright  and  steady  beam 

Diil'usos  glorious  light  a  thousand  ways  : 
The  home  of  art  and  science  some  her  deem ; 

To  prove  they're  right — but  mark  the  vast  dis- 
plays 
Of  every  branch  of  wisdom  and  of  knowledge — 
All  speuk  and  reason  as  if  just  from  College. 

Lut  Avhat  has  been  discovered  of  late  time. 
By  our  philosophers  of  every  station. 

To  mention  would  but  oddly  suit  my  rhyme, 
And  tease  the  reader  like  a  new  taxation ; 

I  hate  details,  no  matter  how  sublime. 
As  truth's  oft  mystified  by  explanation  ; 

AJl  surely  know  the  length  steam  has  advanced, 

Since  Watt's  tea-kettle  lid  in  Glasgow  danced. 
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"W^ience   seining   those   engines  "which   our  hoats 
propel, 

'Gainst  "wind  and  Aveather,  o'er  the  surgy  "wave  ; 
And  rail"wa3^  coaches,  "which  have  sent  to  hell. 

Or  at  the  least  to  a  precocious  grave, 
Their  mangled  thousands,  hon-ible  to  tell, 

AVithout  a  moment  mercy  then  to  crave; 
And  po"wer-looms,  sa"w-mills,  all  kinds  of  machines  ? 
But  then  they've  damned   our  country  by  those 
means. 

Thus  have  discovery  and  invention  reigned, 
And  triumphed  in  the  island  of  the  free — 

Who  would  have  thought  the  kettle  had  contained 
Such  complex  Avonders  as  "we  daily  see  ? 

Strange  the  perfection  "which  has  been  attained, 
And  Avhat  great  novelties  may  further  be  : 

Say  ere  a  few  short  years — who  knows  how  soon  1 

That  we  may  have  a  trip  up  to  the  moon  ; 

And  with  the  Li;nites  correspondence  hold. 

And  learn  the  manners  and  the  customs  there — 

Theu'  modes  of  life,  pursuits  both  new  and  old — 
And  note  them  in  a  journal  with  much  care ; 

Their  government  and  politics  unfold. 

On  wliich,  if  Peel  would  bring  his  wits  to  bear, 

His  statesman  eye  might  see  some  better  plan 

To  rule,  than  shuffling,  gulling  all  he  can. 

But  politics  I  never  could  endure. 

So  shall  I  leave  them,  seeing  I've  digressed ; 
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Then  to  our  subject,  for  I'm  aliuoat  sure 
Our  Lunar  vi.sit  soon  will  Le  no  jest — 

Great  Ilonson's  genius  seems  it  to  ensure, 
And  little  (loul)t  he  knows  ahout  it  best, 

"Who  is  constructing,  or  at  least  is  trying, 

To  frame  a  vehicle  on  the  plan  of  tlying : 

From  having  one  day  seen  from  off  a  rock 
A  golden  eagle  rise  and  then  descend  ; 

"^Miich  struck  his  brain,  and  gave  his  wits  a  poke, 
And  caused  liis  flaming  genius  to  ascend  : 

Around  whose  glare  astonished  thousands  flock — 
To  gaze  and  wonder,  if  not  comprehend, 

Tliis  prodigy  quite  new,  unprecedented, 

AVhich  hints  some  almost  thinks  he's  half  demented. 

I]ut  why  insult  his  occult  mystic  brain, 

A\Tiere  stores  of  glorious  knowledge  lie  concealed  ? 

His  purposes  sublime  why  thus  arraign, 
A^^^o  knows  the  benefits  they  yet  may  yield  ? 

Oh  !  the  cold  treatment  worth  and  merit  gain, 
Enough  to  frighten  Genius  from  the  field  I 

Yc  dull,  Avhat  more  this  thing  to  fly  and  caper 

Than  any  vile  balloon  of  silk  or  paper  ? 

'^^^len  the  immortal  Xewton  lived  and  wrote. 
That  ornament  of  honour  and  mankind, 

From  that  dark  age  his  theories  how  remote  ! 
The  truth  of  his  deep  roas'nings  few  could  find; 

"What  wondrous  facts  to  light  his  genius  brought 
"Which  ne'er  before  flashed  o'er  the  human  mind  : 
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Who  ever  dreamt  the  falling  of  an  apple 
Would    caused   him   with    such   mighty  laws   to 
grapple ; 

As  those  which  matter  ev'rywhere  control — 
In  heav'n  above  as  well  as  earth  and  sea ; 

Which  guide  each  atom,  and  unite  the  whole 
In  all  the  compact  masses  that  there  he  ; 

Which  keep  the  heav'nly  bodies,  as  they  roll, 
From  contact  and  confusion  ever  free — 

So  that  the  whole  in  harmony  moves  on, 

Thi-ough  fields  of  vast  immensity  unknown  ? 

All  this  was  wonderful,  extremely  clevei", 
And  gained  for  Newton  never-dying  fame, 

Embalmed  his  memory  to  all  for  ever, 

And  Avitli  an  iris  crown'd  his  noble  name  : 

But  were  he  to  return,  I  wonder  whether 
He  could  identify  this  world  the  Sams'? 

At  least  I'm  sure  that  many  Avould  dispute  it, 

Or  own  that  they  were  puzzled  much  about  it. 

Beyond  all  doubt,  were  Socrates  to  rise. 
That  sage  philosopher  of  ancient  days, 

And  great  Archimedes,  and  Plato  wise, 

And  thence  to  Albion  find  their  sev'ral  ways. 

How  would.- they  gaze,  all  speechless  with  surprise. 
Upon  the  wonders  intellect  displays. 

Yea,  weep  like  Carfrae,  who  conducted  Park, 

When  he  again  for  England  did  embark  ! 


120  MESMERISM. 

]5ut  all  is  shadcil  that  has  yet  been  sho^vn, 
Eclipsed  hcyond  what  any  could  conceive, 

For  passing  wise  have  many  lately  grown, 
And  some  for  gospel  all  they  say  receive  ; 

Their  talent  dazzles,  I  must  freely  own. 

Though   theu-   pretensions   fools    may   dishc- 
lieve — 

The  Mesmerites  I  mean,  and  now  will  show  'em 

In  their  true  colours  in  this  epic  poem. 

Well,  to  our  tale,  true  as  my  pipe  is  cocket ; 

But  there's  no  hurry ;  reader,  me  excuse, 
And  stay  until  the  "  dottle  "  is  but  smokct, 

You  know  that  smoking  stimulates  the  ^Muse — 
r>jTon  says  tea  ;  no  doubt  his  Lordship  joked  ; 

And  Burns  the  British,  alias  mountain,  dews  : 
But  were  I  umpire  in  this  serious  matter. 
Of  all  the  three,  Avith  liurns  I'd  choose  the  latter. 

Xow  for  it — that  is,  Mesmerism,  I  mean — ■ 
Which  was  discovered,  you  must  understand. 

At  first  in  Gennanj'-,  and  hence  has  been 
Imported  and  diffused  throughout  our  land 

By  many  an  able  mouthpiece,  as  is  seen 

From  bills  and  placards,  which  our  eyes  connnand 

In  every  town  and  village,  small  and  great, 

By  Gait  and  others  now  esteemed  first-rate. 

This  science,  as  some  call  it,  noAV  must  claim 
Our  serious,  candid  study  and  attention ; 
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'No  blushing  feeling  of  lialf-smotliered  sliame 
Can  here  exist,  to  mar  my  good  intention. 

O  surely  if  it  such  great  heads  became 

As  those  above,  whom  I  am  proud  to  mention, 

It  well  deserves  such  care,  upon  the  whole, 

Though  sceptics  style  it  flimsy  rigmarole. 


They  say  its  states  or  stages  number  seven, 

With  strange  conditions  which  must  be  obeyed, 

So  difficult  that  scarcely  under  heaven 

One  can  be  found  who  has  the  trial  made  ; 

Such  wondrous  patience  but  to  few  is  given, 
And  such  attention  as  must  then  be  j)aid, 

How  would  you  like  to  gaze  and  stare,  reply, 

For  hours  together  at  Gait's  beaming  eye? 

"Wliose  flash  is  fit  to  paralyse  the  braiu. 

Especially  if  there's  a  little  crack. 
Some  think  who  does  it  is  but  barely  sane, 

Naj,  thi'eepence  of  the  shilling  must  he  lack  ; 
Ihit  then  the  orator  demonstrates  plain. 

The  human  eye's  the  strongest  to  attract; 
And  with  Demosthenes  who  would  dare  contend, 
Whose  flippant  powers  all  eulogy  transcend  ] 

Or  would  you  choose  this  penance  to  forego, 
This  innocent-like  staring  at  the  eye, 

A  wooden  magnet,  for  they  call  it  so. 
Around  your  cranium  he'll  politely  tie ; 
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Then  Lid  you  gaze,  ami  on  you  fan  and  blow, 
Wliicli  makes  tlie  electric  liuid  from  liim  Uy 
Into  your  frame,  some  say,  with  logic  deep  : 
Thus  he  continues  till  yuu  fall  asleep. 

"When  snoozing  fast  the  oddest  scenes  commence — 
Scenes  entertaining,  laughable,  and  droll, 

I'^nough  from  any  IMethodist  to  ■\vTench 

The  gravest  feelings  that  per\-ado  the  soul ; 

( )r  that  calm  self-possession,  grace,  and  sense, 
Which  on  the  bench  the  sober  Judge  control ; 

Ay,  Chalmers'  decorum  would  be  lost, 

That  skilful  leader  of  Free  Zion's  host. 

Xo  wonder  at  it ;  fur  who  could  withhold 
To  see  the  great  Phrenologist,  indeed, 

This  Knight  of  Bumps,  if  all  be  tnie  that's  told, 
Again  in  earnest  to  his  game  proceed, 

And  fumble  o'er,  both  confident  and  bold, 
Each  silly  bumpkin's" brainless,  vacant  head, 

Like  any  miss  her  new  pianoforte  ] 

And  now  to  stand  aloof  he  will  exhort  ye. 

Lest  that  the  patient  be  cross-mesmerised, 

Your  breath  will  do  it,  and  destroy  the  charm  ; 

This  technical  slang,  0  whence  derived  ! 
Excuse  the  slip,  I  surely  mean  no  harm. 

Tis  perilous,  and  all  should  be  advised, 

Lest  they  may  feel  the  drowsy  patient's  arm  ; 

For  when  Combativeness  is  touched  but  slight. 

He  capers,  squares,  and  deals  it  left  and  right. 
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But  ■when  Destructiveness  lie  gently  presses, 
The  mimic  scene  is  in  a  moment  changed — 

The  mania  for  violent  excesses 

Can  hardly  Avell  in  any  be  restrained, 

And  chairs,  tools,  trays,  and  crockery,  and  glasses, 
He  kicks  and  smashes  as  he  were  deranged  : 

But  when  he  works  these  bumps,  he'll  oft  employ 

One  easily  managed — meaning  but  a  boy. 

Another  one  I  fain  would  here  describe, 

But  hate  its  cramped,  uncouth  pronunciation ; 

Still  here  I  cannot  lay  it  well  aside. 

Though  rather  lengthy  for  a  measured  station. 

It  is  the  ace  of  all  the  sensual  tribe. 

And  vulgar  means  the  love  of  generation  ; 

Hence  for  a  lucid,  honest,  chaste  description  : 

I  spurn  the  poet  who  woidd  deal  in  fiction. 

It  is  a  strong  predominating  passion, 

And  saint  and  sinner  both  have  this  confessed  : 
Since  Adam's  day  all  know  it  Avas  in  fixshion. 

Though  he  ne'er  kissed  until  he  had  transgressed ; 
But  this  is  ground  I  dare  not  venture  rash  on, 

Xor  with  that  loving  couple  y\-\\\  I  jest, 
For  Heaven  in  this,  I  vouch,  they  then  obeyed  : 
But  0  the  game  they  with  the  apple  played  1 

This  passion,  like  the  rest  high  Heaven  bequeathed, 
"Who  meant  it  to  subserve  those  ends,  you  know ; 

From  Him  controlling  reason  we  received — 
That  lamp  of  Deity  in  man  below — 
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Wliicli  some  hnve  lately  lost,  or  I'm  deceived, 

Who  in  yon  village  made  a  motley  show, 
And  flourisht'd — when  this  or^^an  was  allected — 
Hut  hush  :  let  modesty  be  still  respected. 

I  mean  not  to  offend,  forhid  it,  Heaven  ! 

Excuse  this  anecdote  :  I've  heard  it  said 
That,  while  asleep,  some  "ill-brewed  drink*'  wa.s 
given 

To  her  the  public  styles  the  Clodly  ^laid  : 
Her  state  had  surely  lieen  in  number  seven — 

The  most  convenient,  doubtless,  for  such  trade — 
'Twould  better  suit,  I  think,  such  operations 
As  setting  broken  bones  or  amputations. 

Though  these  details  are  anything  but  full. 
Still  modesty  avers  they're  quite  enough, 

And  who  would  dwell  on  points  so  rude  and  dull  ? 
I  hate  such  low,  obscene,  insipid  stuff; 

"We'll  try  another  region  of  the  skull, 

And  with  our  bumping  raise  a  pretty  puff. 

There  show  the  noble  converse  of  the  picture, 

And  note  these  qualities  a  little  stricter. 

In  some  but  touch  r>enev(>lence,  and  see 
The  lavish  hand  the  willing  heart  obey 

In  mirrored  ottices  of  Deity, 

Prompt,  full,  and  free,  in  every  form  and  way, 

To  any  one — no  matter  who  he  be — 
Does  he  his  liberality  display. 
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Enough  to  sliamc  tlic  saints,  I  will  engage— 
I  mean  those  mock  jirofessors  of  the  age, 

Wlio  vaunt  about  religion  and  devotion 
And  carp  and  cavil  at  each  other's  creed. 

Just  like  the  Pharisee  in  every  notion, 

Who  thanked  the  Lord  that  he  was  pure  indeed, 

Vile,  self-deceived,  and  dead  to  all  emotion 
Of  common  pity  when  the  wretched  i:)lead  : 

Go,  whited  sepulchres  !  I  almost  preach  I 

Let  actions  prove  your  virtue,  I  beseech. 

'Tis  also  wonderful,  and  highly  pleasing, 
To  see  the  bump  provoking  conversation, 

Which,  having  suffered  but  a  gentle  squeezing. 
Assumes  the  climax  of  its  operation. 

'Twas  lately,  and  with  very  little  teasing, 
A  village  statesman  spun  a  fine  oration  : 

Denounced  our  rulers,  cursed  them  as  deceivers, 

Yea,  worse  than  any  pagan  unbelievers. 

A  Chartist  to  the  core — how  he  declaimed  ! 

Some  say  in  flimsy,  wild,  and  vulgar  railing. 
Enough  to  make  the  devil  grow  ashamed. 

E'en  of  his  own,  Avhen  other  views  assailing. 
Both  Whig  and  Tory  long  and  loud  he  blamed. 

And  stood  in  tears  his  country's  wrongs  bewailing, 
Oppressed  and  plundered,  damned  beyond  all  nations 
By  vile  horse-leeches — sinecures — taxations. 
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But  for  the  malady  prescribed  a  cure, 

And  would  to  heaven  it  really  were  applied  : 

"  Let  all  have  votes,  the  hallot,  too,  secure  ; 
And  let  the  yearly  Parliament  he  tried, 

^Vith  members  paiil,  success  more  to  insure  ; 
And  pensions  lessen— taxes,"  he  replied  ; 

*'  Down  with  all  sinecures  oppressors  made— 

Eemove  restrictions — let  us  have  free  trade." 

You  sec  how  avcU  this  bump  has  operated — 
I  wonder  how  he  made  so  fine  a  close. 

A  man  whose  talents  never  yet  were  rated 
Above  a  blockhead's,  everybody  knows  ; 

Xo  doubt  the  bumping  had  his  powers  elated, 
When  such  high  patriotic  feelings  rose. 

Hail,  :Mesmerism  ;  nothing  thee  surpasses, 

Which  wreathes  with  laurels  e'en  the  heads  of  asses. 

But  for  a  change — I  hope  it  is  no  crime — 
AVe'll  touch  on  Veneration  by  the  way, 

And  gently  scan  it  at  the  present  time. 
See  how  it  tickles  one  and  all  to  pray. 

How  fluently  they  mount  the  true  sublime  ; 
While  those  around  a  wondering  tribute  pay 

When  thus  they  see  such  mystic  reformation 

Wrought  on  all  classes,  every  rank  and  station. 

One  instance  shall  I  cite,  but  pass  the  name, 
As  personalities  are  rather  glaring. 
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All  know  my  hero  lias  an  honest  fame, 

Tho'  charged  Avith   scoffing,    and  the    crime  of 
swearing. 

Good  neighbourhood  with  truth  can  scarcely  claim — - 
Heaven  knows  if  this  would  not  be  rather  daring. 

But  Veneration  being  put  in  motion, 

Then  followed  strains  of  rapturous  devotion 

Enough  to  melt  the  adamantine  heart 

That  would  repel  the  shocks  of  triple  steel, 

And  to  it  glowing  sympathy  impart, 

And  make  it  for  the  woes  of  others  feel, 

Besiege  its  citadel  with  conscience  dart, 
And  to  itself  its  turpitude  reveal. 

Wo  to  the  man  still  callous  to  conversion  ! 

Such  stiff-necked  Pagans  are  my  real  aversion. 

Another  feature  of  this  noble  science, 
Unparalleled  and  far  outrunning  praise, 

Is  Time  and  Tune,  which  bid  to  all  defiance. 
And  well  might  any  drooping  spirit  raise  ; 

But  press  him  gently,  and  a  prompt  compliance 
The  patient  yields  in  soul-transporting  lays, 

In  melody  reminding  one  of  heaven  : 

I  really  wonder  how  such  powers  were  given. 

We'll  add  another  to  this  chosen  sample, 
I  mean  the  bump  the  -wdse  call  Self-Esteem ; 

All  must  acknowledge  that  its  powers  are  ample, 
And  of  its  exhibitions  few  could  dream. 


128  MKSMEUISM. 

Though  sceptics  sneer,  ami  wits  may  on  it  trami)K', 

Ami  sunshine  trutlis  its  gross  delusion  deem  ; 
Yet  trull I's  omniitotent,  and  demonstratiftn 
Steps  kindly  in,  to  i)rove  my  asseveration. 

Therefore,  believe  me,  or  believe  niQ  not, 
Just  as  you  will — I  little  for  it  care  ; 

Lut  this  I  know,  that  lately  many  sought 
To  see  the  proofs,  who  living  witness  bear, 

And  testify  a  rustic  first  was  brought, 

"With  sluggish  step,  and  many  a  vacant  stare, 

High  in  this  bump,  tlKJUgh  all  as  false  esteeming, 

The  grand  mesmeric  facts  deception  deeming. 

Eut  being  gently  operated  on. 

He  held  the  ploughs  and  harrows  in  derision  ; 
Iso  more  from  toil  and  labour  now  to  groan, 

Dut  from  the  slave  had  made  a  blessed  transi- 
tion; 
Disdained  the  vulgar,  plain,  blunt  name  of  John, 

And  smiling,  strutted  in  perspective  vision 
Of  honours  which  would  soon  his  talents  crown, 
Whose  lustre  tended  but  to  show  the  clown. 

The  next  that  figiircs  spends  his  time  in  mending. 
Whose  only  care  is  all  about  the  sole, 

And  to  conditions  kindly  condescen<ling. 
He  cuts  some  pretty  capers  on  the  whole  ; 

Conscious  of  powers  increasing  and  extending, 
Of  energies  which  nothing  could  control — 
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Felt  qualified  for  any  occupation 
Eequiring  reason  and  discrimination. 

1^0  matter  what — a  prodigy  self-styled, 

And  many  quirks  and  quibtles  could  explain  ; 

In  art  and  science  never  was  beguiled 
His  cogent,  powerful,  penetrating  brain ; 

Both  Church  and  State  he  taunted  and  reviled, 
And  fixed  upon  them  many  a  filthy  stain. 

0  Self-Esteem !  what  prmciple  is  nobler  ] 

To  raise  this  fool  so  much  above  the  cobbler  ! 

But  courteous  reader,  pardon,  should  I  blunder. 
By  introducing  just  another  more  : 

1  mean  the  bump  now  recognised  as  Wonder, 
As  all  declare  it  fully  worth  a  score ; 

Whose  magic  power,  when  any  patient's  under, 
He  sees,  in  fact,  what  he  ne'er  saw  before — 
Events,  scenes,  objects,  past  all  parallel. 
Strange  that  this  bump  should  operate  so  well. 

I  hate  a  laboured,  drawling,  dull  description, 
And,  by  my  Muse,  detest  the  least  confusion  ; 

Irregularity  in  truth  or  fiction 

Is  the  cursed  ignis  fatims  to  conclusion ; 

We'U  lay  Pegasus  under  due  restriction, 
And  show  a  little  of  this  damned  delusion  ; 

Excuse  this  crude  indelicate  expression, 

I  mean  no  ill,  the  patient's  real  impression. 

I 
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And  let  him  have  it,  yes,  I  liim  defend, 

As  well  dispute  what's  seen  in  dreams  or  trances, 

"Wliich  all  believe,  though  fools  may  here  contend  ; 
Then  don't  exempt  your  Poet  from  these  fancies. 

Let  this  be  as  it  may,  disputes  to  end. 

One  saw,  of  late,  plays,  operas,  and  dances, 

"Wliere  nobles,  heroes,  gallants,  lovers  floated, 

And  twenty  stones  of  royal  lumber  noted. 

His  wooden  looks,  in  vain  from  furies  flying, 
With  garments  reeking  in  the  bloo'd  of  nations  ; 

The  cotton-spinner's  son,  for  mercy  crying 
To  plundered  millions,  by  unjust  ta.xations, 

The  sliding-scale  was  seen  in  ruins  lying. 
And  failed  at  last  all  reconciliations. 

This  having  fled,  at  last  in  triumph  .shone 

Great  Dan  the  first  upon  the  Irish  throne. 

^ext  in  prophetic  vision  was  displayed 
A  mighty  and  gigantic  spreading  tree, 

Whose  golden  apples  annually  betrayed 
The  fertile  sod  that  round  about  it  be. 

The  care  immense  its  pious  keepers  paid. 
It  ha\'ing  cost  two  millions  to  the  free. 

Who  walked  beneath  its  shady  branches  bent, 

Chanting  the  notes  of  Freedom  as  they  went. 

Whom  Trutli  makes  free  are  Freedom's  sons  indeed: 
Heaven  prosper  all  who  are  from  conscience  so  ! 
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As  conscience  stamps  the  value  on  our  creed, 

The  oracle  of  God  to  man  below, 
Let  all  maintain  its  rights,  and  for  them  plead. 

In  spite  of  all  the  adverse  winds  that  blow — 
Of  bribes,  and  threats,  and  mean  intimidations, 
These  low,  degrading  games  of  higher  stations. 

This,  I  allow,  is  rather  a  digression  ; 

Excuse  it,  as  I  sometimes  moralise. 
Then  to  return  :  no  verse  can  give  expression 

To  half  that  met  his  wonder-stricken  eyes  ; 
But  if  it  could,  'twould  be  a  foul  transgression 

Of  all  that's  delicate,  discreet,  and  wise  ; 
For,  oh !  the  public  feeling  I  revere  ! 
Who  knows  but  this  may  some  day  yet  appear  1 

Thus  has  a  faint  but  faithful  sketch  been  shown 
Of  these  few  organs  which  have  been  selected  ; 

1^0  doubt  we  might  a  great  deal  farther  gone. 
And  more  peculiarities  detected, 

Eut  for  the  present  Avill  we  let  alone. 

Suffice  that  all's  been  close  enough  inspected  : 

I  fear  some  fools  may  think  this  exposition 

AYas  meant  to  prove  it  just  an  imposition. 

But  let  them  think  and  judge  it  as  they  choose, 
A  fig  for  any  way  they  may  decide  ; 

Where  the  philosopher  who  dares  refuse 
These  scientific  claims  so  closely  tried  ] 
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Away,  yc  carping  sceptics,  callous  Jews ; 

Can  ever  demonstration  be  denied  1 
Were  this  a  hoax,  as  Llockheads  may  suppose  it, 
Yon  ruling  Elder  surely  woidd  expose  it. 

"We'll  throw  a  better  light  still  on  the  science. 
And  try  to  shut  their  mouths  with  fresh  details. 

I  think  tlie  mystic  state  they  call  Clairvoyance 
!May  crush  all  doubt,  if  any  doubt  prevails, 

And  keep  the  cav'ling  critic  at  defiance 

"With  all  that  sophistry  which  truth  assails ; 

However  subtle,  factious,  or  dogmatical. 

We'll  show  them  proofs  as  good  as  mathematical. 

Tlie  state  to  wliicli  allusion  has  been  made. 
Confers  the  faculty  called  second-sighted ; 

A  sort  of  omnipresence,  it  is  said. 

Possesses  minds,  no  matter  how  benighted, 

By  which  the  patient  often  has  repaid 

The  doubting,  curious,  and  all  much-delighted. 

By  scenes,  events,  and  actions  all  detailing. 

Which,  far  or  near,  were  at  the  time  prevailing. 

One  instance  out  of  many  late  transpired 
In  London,  of  a  warehouse  waggish  boy, 

Which  proved  to  all,  as  if  he  were  inspired. 
Describing  scenes,  events,  and  many  a  ploy 

To  those  who  saw  him  ;  Avhcn  they  had  desired, 
He  gave  details,  which  all  seemed  to  enjoy, 
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Of  tilings  on  which  before  he  never  gazed, 
With  such  intelligence  as  all  amazed. 


That  ancient,  sacred,  venerable  dome, 

"Where  blasted  worth  and  merit  He  inurned ; 

WTiere  heroes,  patriots,  side  by  side  consume 
With  conquerors,  from  bloody  fields  returned ; 

Where  senators  and  sages  find  a  tomb 

'Mong  poets,  who  their  midnight   lamp   have 
burned  : 

He  saw,  described,  and  read  each  flattering  stone, 

And  many  a  marble  statue  dwelt  upon. 

Then  from  Westminster  Abbey  took  a  range 
Throughout  a  number  of  the  pubHc  places — 

Saw  what  was  doing  in  the  Eoyal  Exchange, 
Then  to  the  British  Museum  next  he  j)aces  : 

There  noted  many  objects  passing  strange, 

And  sketched  the  heathen  gods'  romantic  faces  ; 

Eeviewed   the   House   of  Commons,   Tower,  and 
shows. 

And  fifty  other  things  we  may  suppose. 

'Tis  needless  thus  on  one  so  much  descanting. 
When  numbers  equally  attention  claim  ; 

WThose  names,  without  that  vulgar  sin  of  vaunting, 
Are  rich  emblazoned  on  the  page  of  Fame : 

At  home,  ay,  at  our  doors,  they  are  not  wanting, 
Who  from  experience  can  attest  the  same  : 
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< 

And  wlio  on  earth  can  contradict  this  teacher, 
Although  at  times  one  may  dispute  a  preacher  ] 

'Twas  recently  one  heing  in  this  state 

Saw  every  act  a  neighbour  then  was  doing  : 
His  motions,  movements,  all  he  did  narrate, 

With  purposes  and  ends  he  was  pursuing  ; 
Though  separate  between  by  distance  great, 

Yet  never  intercepted  was  his  \'iewing  : 
Some  say  his  glance,  upon  such  strange  occasions, 

Pervades  even  Nature's  secret  operations. 

Hence  to  a  certainty  he  can  discover 
The  origin  and  cause  of  all  diseases, 

How  latent,  simple,  virulent  soever, 

And  all  their  operations,  Avhen  he  pleases ; 

A  lecture  to  the  patient  he'll  deliver, 
How  any  one  the  various  organs  seizes  ; 

That  subtle  miner,  obstinate  consumption. 

He  clearly  sees,  which  fools  may  think  presumption. 

Another,  under  this  mysterious  spell 
Asleep,  unconscious  too  of  all  around. 

From  any  watch  the  very  hour  will  tell, 
And  to  all  colours  will  a  name  be  found. 

"When  he  the  various  things  has  fumbled  well. 
This  shall  be  true,  and  for  it  I'll  be  bound  : 

While  from  the  voice  he'll  any  stranger  name, 

Or  shaking  hands,  I've  heard  he'll  do  the  same. 
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With  fifty  otlier  nameless  feats,  they  say, 

Which  cannot  possibly  obtain  insertion. 
As  Rhyme's  capricious  whims  we  must  obey, 

And  work  by  wiles,  but  never  by  coercion  : 
Besides,  it  woidd  be  tedious  ;  but  I  pray 

Make  not  these  truths  your  topics  for  diversion  ; 
As  children  milk,  implicitly  receive  them — 

None,  save  a  simpleton,  would  disbelieve  them. 

You've  had  the  various  facts  all  clearly  stated — 
This  puzzling  problem  honestly  dissected, 

Its  leading  features  logically  narrated, 
Its  different  items  narrowly  inspected  ; 

But  should  your  brain  with  doubts  be  still  inflated, 
By  reason  may  your  views  be  soon  corrected  : 

Let  reason,  candour,  coolness,  be  your  guide, 

I'll  pawn  my  honour,  for  it  you'll  decide. 

Hence,  reader,  I  am  tired,  and  so  are  you  ; 

Xo  doubt  you  think  we  both  have  had  enough — 
It  is  agreed  then,  to  our  thread  adieu. 

Home-spun  and  long,  you  see,  and  rather  rough. 
Perhaps  you  judge  its  merits  are  but  few, 

Then  -with  your  sweeping  censure  call  it  stuff : 
But  oh  !  beware  of  such  foul  profanation, 
Which  might  provoke  your  Poet's  imprecation  ! 

But  judge  and  censure,  damn  it,  if  you  please, 
With  criticising  eloquence  like  thunder ; 
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Ay,  on  each  slip  liko  famishetl  vulture  seize, 
And  trumpet  loud  its  every  trivial  blunder. 

I'm  independent,  perfectly  at  ease, 
No  public  obligation  being  under  ; 

Then,  Mesmerism,  from  me  go  thy  ways — 

Receive  thy  verdict,  be  it  blame  or  praise. 


PARODY  OX  II^VMLET'S 
SOLILOQUY    OX    DEATH. 

(Shakespeare.) 

•]fVf=  0  wed  or  not  to  wed  1  that  is  the  question  ! 
<lJ^     Wliether  is  it  better  longer  yet  to  suffer 
The  odious  epithet  of  frozen  bachelor. 
And  pocket  all  the  insults  he  endures, 
Or  plunge  into  a  sea  of  matrimony,- 
A  nd  thus  anticipate  such  base  annoyance. 
To  wed  ! — to  wed,  mysterious  step  indeed  ; 
And  then  by  marriage,  0  to  say  we  end 
Those  cutting  taunts  and  mocks  we  daily  brook, 
From  women's  lawless  and  declaiming  tongues — 
The  shocking  questions  about  age  and  state, 
With  all  the  wonders  that  we  yet  are  single — 
Is  such  a  change  as  reason  must  approve. 
And  every  bachelor  from  his  soul  desire. 
To  wed — to  wed,  perchance  but  to  be  duped, 
Henpecked  and  humbixgged,  there's  the  stifler  ; 
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For  in  that  new  and  untried  state,  what  ills, 

Heaven  only  knows,  may  ruthless  overtake  us, 

Wlien  sold  our  freedom  for  a  petticoat ; 

Here  the  great  puzzle  and  the  grand  respect 

That  makes  us  cling  to  single  hlessedness  ; 

For  who  would  hear  the  infamy  and  scorn, 

The  wifeless,  from  the  wived  are  doomed  to  suffer  ; 

Forego  the  joys  of  courtship  and  of  kissing. 

Drag  out  a  lonely  self-denying  life. 

And  spurn  the  helping  hand  of  woman  kind, 

Like  some  grave,  cloistered,  melancholy  monk, 

And  leave  the  world  at  last,  with  nought  hut  shame, 

For  such  a  heartless,  shahhy,  dirty  finish, 

When  one  so  simply  might  effect  a  change  1 

A  word,  a  wish,  a  hint  would  even  do  it. 

Who  would  do  penance,  who  would  thus  endure 

The  foul  reproach  of  such  a  weary  life, 

But  that  the  dread  of  something  after  marriage 

(That  mystic  state,  which  none  will  fau'  reveal) 

Confounds  the  will,  and  makes  us  rather  hear 

Our  present  evils,  than  incautious  fly 

To  others,  which  may  he,  ay,  tenfold  worse  1 

Thus  cowardice  makes  hach'lors  of  us  all, 

And  hence  each  holy  purpose  and  resolve, 

By  dread  forehoding  fear  is  overcome, 

And  even  our  hest  attempts  and  nohlest  efforts, 

To  make  in  life  that  serious  alteration, 

Grow  dull  and  languid  ;  yea,  the  very  wish 

That  gave  them  hirth,  how  often  neutralised. 


138  KIMTAril. 


EPITAPH  OX  A  WELL-KNOWN  ONE. 

•'\^;»ENEATH  tins  sod  a  baneful  viper  lies, 
^iQil     By  earth  abliorred,  an  outcast  from  the  skies; 
Through  life  he  Avronged,  dt'.frauded,  and  oppressed, 
A  Pharisaic,  ravening  wolf  at  best. 

He  wore  religion  as  a  priest  his  gown  ; 
And  Falsehood,  blushing,  claimed  him  for  her  own. 
Gold  Avas  his  god,  and  gain  his  soul's  delight ; 
For  this  he  toiled,  that  hunted  day  and  night. 

Deaf  to  the  plaints  of  pity  and  of  woe, 
His  frozen  heart  was  never  taught  to  glow  ; 
But  every  claim  of  wretchedness  withstood, 
Nor  felt  the  luxury  of  doing  good. 

Let  midnight's  pall  for  ever  shroud  his  name. 
His  memory  rotten  with  it  share  the  same ; 
And  let  his  natal  and  his  mortal  day, 
Accursed,  blasted,  from  the  earth  decay ! 


ANSWER  TO  ROBERT  GILFILLAN.  139 


ANSWEE  TO  1-lOBEBT  GILFILLAK",  Esquire, 

LEITH. 

^^^EALTH,  sir,  to  you  !  I've  lang  essayed 
jj^^     A  gratefu'  tribute  to  hae  paid  ; 
But  aye  the  ]\Iuse,  that  fickle  jade. 

Still  jinket  me — 
Syne  hye  the  pen  I've  aften  laid 

Wi'  tearfu'  ee. 

Then  up  the  pipe  wi'  vengeance  cocket, 
Wi'  feelings  frozen,  senses  locket, 
And  aften  been  sa  sair  provocket. 

As  tak  an  aith 
To  ne'er  again  ■wi'  her  be  yocket 

Till  my  last  breath. 

'Twas  in  a  plight  like  this  yestreen, 
Alane  mysel,  witliout  my  frien', 
In  his  bit  cot  of  ivy  green 

And  scented  breer, 
I  saw,  "what  few  hae  ever  seen 

Save  bards,  I  swear. 

"When  seated  at  the  clean  fireside, 
Where  aft  I've  sate  in  rhymin'  pride, 
A  form  towards  me  seemed  to  glide 
Divinely  foir, 
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With  whom  on  earth  tlic  gayest  bride 
Could  ne'er  compare. 

Her  flowin'  robes  were  driven  snaw, 
And  rich  wi'  stars  were  studded  a' ; 
Her  scarf  a  rainbow  bright  and  braw, 

"While  round  her  brows 
Bloomed  flowers  the  sweetest  e'er  I  saw, 

0'  endless  hues. 

Thought  I,  giiid  keep  me  ;  Lord  be  here  ! 
O'erpowered  wi'  reverential  fear, 
I  guessed  some  goddess  was  asteer, 

And  felt  undone : 
She  spak— 'twas  music  in  my  ear — 

"  Fear  not,  my  son." 

Then  beckoned  to  me  and  drew  nigher, 
While  flashed  her  eyes  ethereal  fire, 
And  syne  she  strung  auld  Scotia's  lyre. 

And  gied  it  me ; 
Then  smilin',  vowed  me  to  inspire 

T'  the  day  I  die. 

Hail,  favours  sacred  ever  new  ! 
Then  frae  her  breath  distilled  a  dew, 
Whase  balmy  fragrance,  quaffed  by  few, 

I  'nhaled  in  store, 
And  raise  transported,  born  anew. 

For  rhjTuin'  lore. 
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My  heart  "wi'  gratefu'  feelings  glowed, 
For  boons  and  blessings  tlien  bestowed, 
.  A  thousand  thanks  I  felt  I  owed, 

My  heavenly  Donor, 
"Which,  w^hile  I  reverently  bowed, 

I  poured  upon  her. 

But  by  degrees  a  flood  o'  light 
Enwrapt  her  glorious  image  bright. 
That  stunned  my  senses  Avi'  the  sight, 

And  maist  my  brain  ; 
But  Avhen  I  rallied  on  that  night, 

I  found  her  gane. 

l^'ow  on  my  harp,  hail  three  times  ten, 
Lang  life  and  health  to  thee  I  sen' ; 
"VVliile  inspiration  giiides  my  pen. 

Thy  praise  I'll  sound, 
And  honest  worth,  thou  wale  o'  men. 

Till  a'  resound. 

Your  kind  reply  to  what  I  sent 
Wi'  joy  I  read  and  heart  content — 
Admired  your  Avit,  as  on  I  went. 

And  penetration. 
Ilk  cogent,  candid  free  comment. 

And  observation. 

Believe  me,  sir,  for  frae  my  youth 
Base  flattery  I  disdamed,  forsooth. 
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But  aye  adored  the  nuked  tnitli, 
In  prose  or  lays, 

And  freely  dealt  to  a'  a  footli 

0'  blame  or  praise. 

An  independent  mind  for  me —  - 
As  swees  the  buss,  I  spurn  to  swee  ; 
The  cringing  look,  the  bended  knee, 

For  empty  fame, 
I  loathe,  and  glory  to  be  free, 

As  Steel's  my  name. 

Forgie  nie,  sir,  and  wi'  me  bear ; 
Your  patience  hae  I  taxed  ance  mair. 
And  sent  ye  aff  some  chosen  ware 

For  your  reflection  ; 
Your  honest  verdict  dinna  spare — 

'Twill  stand  inspection. 

My  theme  is  Roslin,  sir,  I  ween  ; 
Lang  famed  and  classic  has  it  been  ; 
Whase  banks  and  braes  o'  deep'nin'  green, 

And  ruins  grey. 
Speak  loud  o'  mony  a  moving  scene 
Lang  past  away — 

0'  strife,  and  stratagem,  and  plot, 
0'  laurels  won,  and  battles  fought : 
There  ilka  wee  bit  gowany  spot 

Blooms  o'er  a  grave ; 
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And  buried  sj)lendours  sleep,  forgot, 
Where  nettles  wave. 

A  sacred  awe  the  soul  inspires  ; 
Ilk  baser  passion  there  expires  ; 
While  busy  Fancy  never  tires. 

The  past  renewin'. 
And  lightens  wi'  her  mystic  fires 

lUc  scene  o'  ruin. 

But  nioralisin's  out  o'  time. 

Hence  ye  perceive  my  subject 's  prime. 

Brave  and  heroic  Hke  the  rhyme. 

Which  weel  it  suits — 
Pathetic,  scenic,  chaste,  sublime, 

Ayont  a'  doubts. 

Hence  your  decision  I'll  await  it — 
Be't  guid  or  bad,  I  trust  ye'U  state  it ; 
But  to  contempt,  sir,  should  ye  fate  it, 

Deride  or  spurn  it, 
I'll  cui'se  that  day  a  blockhead  wrate  it, 

And  hidlins  burn  it. 

Meanwhile,  immortal  Bard,  adieu  ! 
Lang  may  ye  yet  the  ]\Iuse  pursue. 
And  fame  and  success  smile  on  you  : 

The  wish  is  fervent, 
Frae  youx  devoted,  ever  true. 

Obedient  Servant. 
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TO  THE  ME:\roRY  OF  u.  s.,  :my  wife. 

YY'  OWL,  ye  bleak  avukIs  of  hoary  dark  Xovembei-j 
'j(Jjt     Faint  type  of  tliat  dark  winter  of  my  sovd  ; 
Can  this  lorn  heart  ere  cease  it  to  remember, 
Till  cold  as  hers,  and  reached  of  life  the  goal, 
That  hallowed  hour, — oh  heaven  ! — when  life's  last 

ember 
Alone  I  saw  expire — that  look,  the  whole 
Of  the  last  scene — can  I  forget  or  tarry 
Thus  to  embalm  the  honoured  name  of  Mary  ? 

Vainly,  alas !  in  prattling  fascination, 
Tries  our  loved  little  one  to  soothe  the  smart 
Of  the  sad  blighting,  withering  dispensation, 
Icing  the  inmost  fountains  of  the  heart. 
Palsied  its  thrill,  extinguished  the  sensation 
Her  nameless  spnpathies  could  once  impart, 
As  turns  the  eye,  as  instinct  calls  it  forth, 
On  nought  but  memories  of  departed  worth. 

Hushed  now  the  groan,  long  patent  to  the  pillow. 
Of  meek  submission  to  the  will  supreme, 
Bending  to  it,  as  pliant  nods  the  willow, 
Kissed  by  the  breeze  that  fans  the  summer  stream. 
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"  Thy  will  be  done,"  in  breasting  the  dark  billow, 
Her  parting  watchword,  as  her  daily  theme, 
Sighed  deep  in  vhtuous  confidence  and  fear — • 
Its  thrilling  accents  still  nietliinks  I  hear. 

Now  the  frail  bark  hath  weathered  the  rough  ocean, 

And  in  the  jjeaceful  haven  safely  lies  ; 

Run  now  the  race,  'mid  plaudits  and  commotion, 

Off"  bears  the  speedy  the  immortal  prize. 

The  battle  over,  fought  with  stern  devotion, 

To  the  reward  the  breathless  victor  flies, 

No  more  to  conquer,  and  in  triumph  glorious, 

Eesifjns  the  armour  amid  shouts  victorious. 


•^o^ 


Thrice  hallowed  shade,  imperishable  spirit ! 

StiU  glows  the  star,  though  night  cimmerian  reign  : 

What  bliss  not  thine  ?  when,  through  vicarious  merit, 

Absorbed  in  spirits'  glorious  source  again  : 

What  joys  ecstatic  must  thou  there  inherit. 

And  realise  to  die  but  wordless  gain  1 

Easking  for  ever  in  the  genial  ray 

Of  the  grand  Fountain  of  eternal  day. 

Buoyant  and  free,  from  age  to  age  asphing, 
Vieing  to  climb  perfection's  topless  tree  ; 
Nerved  with  immortal  vigour  and  untiring, 
To  reach  where  angels  once  were  wont  to  be  : 
While  heaven's  behests  with  zeal  the  bosom  firing 
On  missions  vast  sent  through  eternity, 
To  regions  near,  or  far  transcending  thought. 
And  realms  the  seraph's  wing  hath  traversed  not. 

K 
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Oh  bliss  unmingled  beyond  bounds  or  measure  ! 

Oh  brilliant  destiny,  who  would  recall 

Or  ^\Tench  tliy  sainted  spirit  from  such  treasure, 

Ecplacing  it  beneath  the  iron  thrall 

Of  this  vile,  sin-polluted  world  1     "With  pleasure 

Adieu,  my  first,  last,  best ;  the  distance  small 

Betwixt  us,  and  the  fondled  wish  be  mine 

To  meet  in  that  elysium  divine. 


TO    JANET, 

ON  THE  SEVENTH  ANNIVERSARY  OF  HER  BIRTH-DAY. 

['AIR,  sweetest  rosebud  of  life's  spring, 
Up  from  thy  fairy  dreams  I  sing. 
Hail  to  that  day's  auspicious  light. 
That  first  revealed  thy  image  bright ; 
When  circled  these  paternal  arras 
Thy  nameless  fascinating  cliarms  ; 
To-day  its  yearly  loved  return 
With  joy  I  greet,  though  doomed  to  mourn. 
Hope  of  my  hope  !  to  Heaven  for  thee 
Oft  have  I  fondly  bent  the  knee, 
And  poured,  despite  bereavement's  smart. 
The  holy  incense  of  the  heart. 
Young,  bounding,  buoyant,  ever  free, 
Dear  prototype  of  mirth  and  glee. 
The  morning  smiles — the  hai)py  few 
Await  thee  fondly  to  renew 


TO  JANET.  147 

The  endless  gambol,  sport  and  play, 

That  fascinate  thee  day  by  day — 

Thrice  dearer  to  thy  guileless  heart 

Than  aiight  the  world  can  now  impart. 

Ah  !  what  its  honours,  wealth  and  joys, 

Compared  with  thy  heart-treasured  toys  ] 

"What  monarch  ever  wore  a  croAvn — 

Whoe'er  of  millionaire  renown — 

E'er  shared  thy  bliss,  when  on  a  stroll, 

My  loved  one,  with  thy  favourite  doll — 

That  tinsel  pledge  of  love  by  me. 

Life  of  my  life,  with  joy  to  thee  ! 

How  glows  the  sold — how  fond  to  trace. 

Bright  imaged  in  thy  cherub  face, 

My  former  lineaments  combined 

With  hers  now  to  the  dust  consigned. 

But  ah  !  fair  opening  ilower,  though  torn 

From  thy  maternal  stem  at  morn  ; 

Though  Heaven  hath  chequered  thus  thy  lot. 

The  hand  can  heal  that  also  smote — 

Can  find  a  refuge  from  the  storm, 

For  thy  young,  fragile,  lovely  form, 

As  for  the  lamb  on  mercy  cast, 

Can  fit  it  for  the  bleakest  blast. 

Ah  I  hath  it  not  thus  fared  with  thee, 

Though  dark  the  future  then  to  me  ? 

Now  sheltered  by  a  friendly  shade, 

Wliat  ills  can  here  thy  bliss  invade  1 

Young  niu'sling  in  the  lap  of  care, 

What  sympathy  unfeigned  thy  share, 


1  IS  A  Flow  SHORT  YEARS. 

Witli  love  distilling  as  the  dcv, 
Uii  mingled,  Lalmy,  ever  new —  ■ 
Where  the  recjuest  left  niisupjdied, 
The  little  want  unheard,  denied, 
Flitting  as  fancy  rules  the  hour, 
As  Inilterfly  fioin  flower  to  flower  { 
But,  ah  !  sweet,  lovely  stranger,  here, 
Alike  to  shauie,  regret  and  fear, 
Though  in  the  present  rapt  alone. 
And  conscious  innocence  thy  own, 
Yet,  should  indulgent  Heaven  thee  spare, 
Thy  father's  innate  heartfelt  prayer. 
Soon  shall  the  mildewing  Llight  of  years. 
Thy  rosy  cheeks  suffuse  with  teai-s. 
Pre-doonied  thy  joys,  like  mine  to  bleed — 
Exemption  here  we  vainly  plead 
From  care  and  sorroAv's  thorny  Avay, 
As  through  life's  howling  wild  we  stray. 


A  FEW  SHOUT  YEAES. 

•SJTj*  FEW  short  years,  and  then, 
'jC%     As  dewdrops  from  the  spray. 
So  from  the  ranks  of  men, 
Anon,  we  pass  away. 

Bright  type  of  our  career, 
See  yon  ephemera  play  : 
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How  brief  our  flutter  here, 
Born  but  to  pass  away. 

What  matters  here  our  lot — 

A  crowD,  or  crust,  to-day  : 
To-morrow,  gone,  forgot. 

Doomed  but  to  pass  away. 

Though  thorns  our  path  bestrew, 

As  here  Ave  onward  stray, 
Though  ills  on  ills  renew, 

'Tis  but  to  pass  away. 


What,  honour,  fame,  and  power. 
The  gewgaAvs  that  betray; 

The  syrens  of  an  hour, 

That  dream-like  pass  away. 

Thus  shadoAvs  of  a  shade, 
Of  change  and  time  the  prey, 

All  earth-born  things  are  made, 
And  like  us  pass  aAvay. 

Save  glorious  truth  and  love, 
The  gems  that  mock  decay. 

The  amaranths  above 
Shall  never  pass  away. 

But  ever  fresh  diffuse 

And  fragrant  sweets  disjilay, 
In  endless  charms  profuse, 

Where  blooms  eternal  day. 


l.TO  TEMPLARISM. 


TEMPLARISM. 

'Tirf'O  be — or  not  to  be — by  reason  guided, 

<Ljis     Hail  to  the  virtuous,  truly  brave  and  free  ; 

llesulved  am  I,  and  by  her  light  decided, 

A  pillar  in  that  noble  jiile  to  be — 
Tlie  Temple  of  the  Templars,  thougli  derided, 

And  scoffed  at,  only  T)y  the  debauchee. 
That  slur  on  nature,  and  the  social  ban. 
The  bloated,  wretched  ^^Teck,  we  misname  Man. 

►Still,  ere  arriving  at  this  grand  conclusion, 
I,  like  some  others,  even  had  my  qualms, 

;My  hopes  and  fears  alternate  in  profusion. 
Lest  hollow  all,  as  ceremonial  shams, 

Utopian,  or  fanatical  delusion, 

"With  which  enthusiasm  the  vacant  crams. 

And  gulls  the  gaping  multitude,  whose  trust 

Is  apples  in  the  mouth,  but  turned  to  dust. 

r>ut  now,  thank  Heaven,  all  doubts  are  evanescent, 
^lisgivings,  as  dark  clouds,  long  passed  away. 

Or  mists,  that  form  the  mountain's  morning  crescent. 
Swept  by  Aurora's  fan  ;  thrice  hail,  the  day 

Of  nascent-smiling  hojie,  fruition  present, 
Quiescent  virtue,  roused  to  living  play. 

In  peaceful  unity,  svirvey  the  band. 

True  pioneers  of  freedom  in  our  land. 
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"  He  is  the  freeman  wlioni  the  Truth  has  freed ;" 
Thy  axiom,  moral  Cowper,  freely  granted  : 

He  is  the  freeman,  too,  whate'er  his  creed, 
Condition,  character,  however  taunted, 

"VVlio  nobly  spurns  that  slavery  indeed. 

That  moral  thraldom,  and  with  brow  undaunted, 

Proclaims  in  triumph  his  emancipation, 

And  shuns  the  cup,  alluring  to  damnation. 

What  use  the  sot — what  matters  his  tuition  ? 

A  ninny  or  a  !N"ewton,  all  the  same ; 
His  low — exalted — prominent  position  : 

A  Lazarus  or  a  Dives,  but  in  name. 
"What  use  in  earth  or  heaven,  in  such  condition 

Of  helpless  idiocy  1     Alas  !  his  claim 
To  virtue,  honour,  lowering  the  decision, 
But  to  contemptuous  pity  or  derision. 

A  lockless  musket,  pump  without  a  handle. 
Watch  without  pointers,  body  without  soul, 

A  ship  without  a  helm — a  living  scandal, 
A  melancholy  cipher,  on  the  whole. 

Tossed  by  tumultuous  passions  dread,  that  band  all, 
Their  unresisting  victim  to  control ; 

Unmingled  misery  his  daily  fare, 

Eegret,  remorse,  fear,  horror,  and  despair. 

A  feather  all  the  burdens,  which  our  nature 
Gall  and  oppress,  the  ills  that  mould  our  lot. 

How  trivial  in  every  form  and  feature. 
Compared  with  his,  the  self-deluded  sot, 
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That  evcr-hamossctl  drayliorse — hapless  creature, 

TliG  rankest  slave  tliat  ever  was  begot, 
To  ■vvliom  tliis  life,  and  •world  in  which  we  dwell, 
jVre  hut  furesliadows,  miniatures  of  hell. 

Lost  to  all  virtue — deaf  to  Duty's  pleading, 
As  pleads  she  with  her  iron  tongue  in  vain ; 

Dead  to  connubial  sympatliy,  unheeding 

Her  claims,  however  moving,',  loud  and  i)lain, 

Thougli  pro  He  red,  from  tlie  bliglited  bosom  bleeding. 
And  guileless  innocence  lisp  furth  the  strain  ; 

As  well  beseech  the  statue  for  a  kiss. 

As  seek  from  him  peace  or  domestic  bliss. 

"Where  sacred  Ueason,  glowing  lamp  of  heaven, 
Life's  noble  guide-post,  dwindled  to  a  span. 

That  beacon  of  the  soul,  when  tempest-driven, 
Tliat  column  of  true  majesty,  in  man. 

To  fragments,  by  infernal  passions  riven, 
Whose  sport  and  victim,  in  idea  scan. 

And  pity  more,  than  all  that  earth  e'er  trod. 

Traitor  alike  to  reason,  as  to  God. 

Eegardless  of  that  life,  so  frail  and  fleeting. 
Of  his  brief  sojourn  and  probation  here, 

While  ^lercy's  calls,  inviting  and  entreating. 
Fall  ineffectual  on  his  deatli-like  ear, 

I)('af  to  her  warnings,  admonitions,  greeting. 
However  urgent,  ardent,  or  sincere, 

"While  Love's  all-glowing,  moving,  melting  strain, 

Sounds  pathosless,  unmeaning,  empty,  vain. 
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Steeped  in  pollution,  living  lump  of  lumber, 
Spurning  at  all  with  wliicli  he  ought  to  close, 

Unheeding  his  precarious  days  to  number, 
Amid  a  host  of  dire  embattled  foes. 

Or  on  life's  hairbreadth  precipice  to  slumber, 
A  breath  between  him  and  eternal  woes ; 

What  frenzy  thus  to  slight  such  counsels  given, 

And  forfeit  all  alike  in  earth  and  heaven ! 

Then  rouse,  ye  champions  of  our  noble  Order, 
Ye  sacred  vanguard  of  the  Christian  cause, 

Ye  friends  of  mankind,  foes  to  all  disorder. 
Heralds  of  virtue,  by  your  sapient  laws, 

Example,  precept,  round  our  classic  border. 

Snatch  from  the  pyre  its  victim,  with  applause 

Alike  from  God  and  man.     'Tis  Mercy's  plea  : 

Undo  his  fetters  ;  set  the  felon  free. 

To  taste  her  joys,  to  revel  in  libration. 
To  feel  one  hour  of  liberty,  outweighs 

Whole  years  of  bondage,  loathsome  degradation, 
Which  grovelling  inebriety  betrays. 

And  share  the  pleasures  of  self-approbation. 

The  smiles  of  conscience,  and  the  meed  of  praise, 

Once  more  'mong  rationals  to  take  his  place, 

As  friend  and  benefactor  of  our  race. 
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A  r.ETROSPECT  OF  LIFE. 

VT'IIEX  tlic  last  milestone  looms  and  ncai-s, 
«^X3(^     ^^  tlic  dark  misty  vale  of  years,    . 
Ah  !  what  the  sighing  bosom  cheers, 

Yain  all  at  best, 
Or  here  the  lonely  soul  endears. 

Longing  for  rest. 

Where  now  her  lovely  radiant  morn, 
Her  Eden  fiiir,  without  a  thorn, 
When  all  to  please  seemed  only  born  ? 

0  bliss  refined ! 
Enchanting  then  the  heart  forlorn. 

Deep  there  enshi-ined. 


Whore  the  once  witching  visions  bright, 
Sparkling  in  fancy's  d;azzling  light. 
In  endless  range,  by  day  and  night, 

0  joys  untold ! 
Ah  1  how  commuted,  sad  the  blight, 

But  clay  for  gold. 

Though  dreamlike  all,  long  passed  away, 
Still,  o'er  life's  rugged  path  a  ray 
Of  twilight  sadness  soft  will  stray, 
The  past  renewing. 
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And  round  the  heart  congenial  play, 

Bright  flowers  bestrewing. 

Where  my  loved  early  rivals  dear  ] 
Competitors  in  life's  career, 
Thxice-hallowed  few,  true  and  sincere. 

Unknown  to  guile, 
With  ever-gladdening  joyous  cheer 

And  rosy  smile, 

Zoning  my  steps  with  rainhow  dyes 
Of  gems  bright  glowing  from  the  skies, 
Where  the  love-beaming  azure  eyes. 

That  drank  the  soul. 
Where  balmy  friendship's  silken  ties, 

And  sweet  control, 


Binding  the  heart,  in  buoyant  swell, 
With  mystic  power  and  fairy  spell, 
To  earth,  whore  it  would  ever  dwell, 

In  raptures  rare, 
Experience,  sighing,  Aveeps  to  tell, 

Alas !  ah,  where  1 

I  see  them  in  the  blasted  flower. 

In  young  birds,  fled  from  tree  and  bower, 

In  passing  shades  and  mists  that  lower 

In  fitful  gleams, 
In  bubbles  'mid  the  pattering  shower, 

Or  baseless  dreams. 


.■)0  A  RKTIIOSPECT  01'  LIFE. 

How  fliangcd  life's  ever-shifting  scene  ! 
All  ■withered  its  once  glowing  green, 
Its  acts  played  out,  hehind  the  screen. 

Its  actors  gone. 
And  left  me,  as  they  ne'er  had  been, 

To  play  alone. 

To  finish  my  hrief  part — to  trace 
Among  a  new  ephemeral  race, 
How  rare  the  once  familiar  face, 

In  youth  appears, 
With  shining  locks,  now,  in  their  place 

The  snow  of  years. 

Frail,  shrunk,  and  drooping  now  the  head  ; 
The  tottering  step,  the  feeble  tread, 
That  once  the  antelope  outsped, 

In  mazy  glee, 
1  low  changed  since  yesterday,  and  sad, 

Soft  i)ity's  plea. 

Sighing  beneath  a  load  of  care. 

Our  birthright,  doom  and  daily  fiire  ; 

Wreck  of  ourselves,  beyond  repair, 

"Where  here  our  joys  ? 
All  shadows — castles  in  the  air. 

Or  gilded  toys. 

Wealth,  lionour,  power,  what  can  they  bring  ? 
The  honey — where,  Avithout  the  sting  1 
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How  have  the  syrens  ceased  to  sing, 

And  fascinate, 
And  pleasures  hiring,  giddy  ring, 

The  heart  to  sate. 

Ah  !  such  life's  hollow,  cheating  charms. 
Mock-peace,  foreboding  fears,  alarms. 
When  subtle  foes  assault,  and  Avarms 

The  hourly  strife, 
Tni  circled  in  death's  icy  arms. 

Alas  !  for  life. 

What's  death  1  a  bugbear;  life?  a  sigh; 
All  that  we  love,  hate,  fear,  defy. 
Admire  or  shun,  believe,  deny, 

Please,  or  impale. 
If  here  our  all,  in  reason's  eye, 

Of  what  avail  ? 

Like  tattered  garments  cast  away. 
Disowned  as  useless — what  were  they  1 
Mere  toys  and  trifles  of  a  day. 

How  worthless  all ! 
A  house  of  cards,  in  childhood's  play. 

They  but  recall. 

But  hail  that  faith  !  dispelling  gloom, 
That  lifts  the  veil  that  wraps  our  doom. 
That  scatters  roses  round  the  tomb. 
All  fragrant  bright, 
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Anil  can  the  realms  beyond  illume 
Witli  radiant  light. 

With  joy  she  mounts,  when  clouds  dark  lower, 
Witli  eagle-eye  to  wing  and  scour 
Immensity,  and  in  her  tour, 

To  witness  shine 
]\rillions  of  orbs,  spun  by  the  Power 

And  Hand  divine. 

Scenes,  endless,  stretching  on  the  view, 
Immortal,  glorious  retinue, 
Shrines  no  j)ollution  ever  knew, 

By  guilt  unstained. 
Homes  of  the  just,  the  good,  and  true, 
By  Heaven  ordained. 

Sui-vey  the  golden,  vital  chain 
Of  beings  boundless,  blissful  reign, 
The  fascinations  that  obtain, 
Eeserved  on  high. 
Then  realise  what  priceless  gain 
It  is  to  die. 

All  that  can  ravish  eye  and  ear, 

Can  gladden,  elevate,  endear. 

The  soul  expand,  rejoice,  and  cheer, 

Eefresh,  illume, 
Undreamed  of,  unimagined  here. 

Perennial  bloom. 
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There,  life-sustaining  rivers  flow, 
There,  spangled  flowers  ambrosial  glow, 
And  joys  unmingled  clust'ring  grow, 

Difi^use  and  free, 
Immaculate  as  virgin  snow, 

0  man,  for  thee  ! 

Then  hail !  that  heing,  state,  and  place. 
Life — death-bought  gift — the  soul's  solace  ; 
Blood-chartered  realms,  where  love  and  grace 

Supreme  prevail ; 
And  virtue's  true  confiding  race 

In  triumph  hail. 


THE  CHEISTIAK 

■n^^^VER  the  emblem  of  Thy  body  broken, 
^\^     Over  the  symbol  of  Thy  blood  once,  shed, 
I  j)Iedge  allegiance,  and  renew  the  token 
Of  love  to  Thee,  my  ever-living  Head  ; 
But,  ah  !  how  cold  and  feeble  that  of  mine, 
Compared,  0  Saviour,  with  that  love  of  Thine  ! 

A  love  divine,  eternal,  overflowing — 
A  love  impartial,  free,  and  unconfined, 

Unmerited,  and  no  mutation  knowing, 

Longing  to  bless  the  whole  of  human-kind  ; 

In  these  memorials,  with  the  eye  of  faith. 

Seen  are  its  triumphs  even  unto  death. 


IGO  LOVK  NOT  Tin:  WuULO. 

Eut,  0  my  soul,  in  humljlo  uxultiition, 
Rejoice  in  all  it  hath  achioveJ  for  thee  : 

111  it  beholtl  the  seal  of  thy  salvation, 
Pardon,  and  power,  o'er  all  hostility  : 

Peace,  immortality,  are  now  thy  own — 

A  golden  harp,  an  all-endui'Uig  crown. 

Tlirico  blessed  boon,  all  estimate  transcending- 
Gratuitous,  but  to  the  Donor  dear. 

Worthy,  (.)  is  lie,  praises  never  ending  ; 
All  glory,  homage,  gratitude  sincere  : 

Such  condescension  who  can  fully  scan  ? 

Wonder,  0  angels,  and  adore,  0  man. 

Hence  having  in  Thy  tabernacle  holy 
Again  avouched  Thee  as  my  all  in  All, 

Let  me  abjure  a  world  of  sin  and  folly, 
That  ne'er  it  ni<iy  again  my  soul  enthral : 

Teach  me,  0  Lord,  and  guide  where'er  I  roam, 

Till  safe  in  joy  I  reach  my  promised  home. 


LOVE  KOT  THE  WOULD. 

•ITe)  OVE  not  the  world !  0  precept  how  divine  I 
'JKJL'  ^^  which  the  wisdom  from  above  we  trace, 
LreaLhed  forth  in  accents  glowing  and  benign, 

Adai)ted  tndy  to  our  state  and  jdace : 
To  all  how  apposite  the  warning  given — 
The  soul  earth-fettered,  can  it  enter  heaven  ? 
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Love  not  tlie  world  !     Its  pleasures  and  its  joys, 
A\Tiat  are  they  1  sjTens  singing  to  deceive  ; 

Vain  fancy  fruit,  no  sooner  plucked  than  cloys. 
And  o'er  her  Folly  leaves  the  heart  to  grieve  : 

Believe  not  youth,  hut  reverently  inquire 

The  truth,  if  dubious,  from  the  aged  sire. 

Love  not  the  world  !  Ah,  why  in  riches  trust  ? 

Precarious  duping  foibles  of  a  day  ; 
To-morrow  may  your  golden  heaps,  as  dust 

Before  the  blast,  for  ever  pass  away. 
Involving  in  their  flight  that  fatal  hour, 

All  earthly  honour,  dignity,  and  power. 

Love  not  the  world  !  Its  artifi.ce  beware  ! 

What  are  its  friendships  1  counterfeits  at  best : 
Its  promises,  though  lavish,  false  as  fair. 

But  daggers  to  the  unsuspecting  breast ; 
Dealt  are  its  favours  with  the  hope  of  gain. 
As  to  the  soil  committed  is  the  grain. 

Love  not  the  world  !  0  wretched  lust  indeed  ! 
.    As  streams,  augmenting,  to  the  ocean  roU, 
Thus  spreads  the  simoom  with  devouring  speed, 

Shedding  a  leafless  desert  o'er  the  soul. 
And  dooming,  by  its  baneful  Stygian  breath, 
Her  fairest  blossoms  to  eternal  death. 

Love  not  the  world  !  else  then  for  ever  part 
With  all  that  God  can'  love,  and  man  revere, 

L 
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With  all  that  ylads  with  future  luipo  the  heart, 

Ami  reconciles  it  "vvith  its  sorrow's  here. 
Be  "vvise  to-day,  to-moiTow  lest  too  late  : 
1  low  ileetiiig  man  e'en  in  his  best  estate. 

Love  not  the  Avorld  I  the  counsel  te  it  yours — 
Ye  who  would  share  in  that  Lriglit  realm  above 

The  life  which  through  eternity  endures — 
For  know,  the  Avorld  repels  the  Father's  love, 

And  ever  must  the  wretched  soul  exclude 

Froni  Him,  the  Fountain  of  eternal  good. 


:SL\T.Y  AT  THE  TO:\IB  OF  CHRIST. 

f'^USPICIOUS  morn,  on  Avhich  Messiah  rose, 

Who  conquered  death,  and  triumphed  o'er  his 
foes. 
The  tomh  He  sweetened,  and  a  i)ledge  lie  gave, 
That,  as  He  left,  so  we  shoidd  leave  the  grave. 
Event  momentous,  blessed,  and  subhme, 
Transporting  faith  beyond  the  sphere  of  time  ; 
Sweet  source  of  hope,  that  strews  life's  thorny  Avay 
With  fragrant  flowers,  and  leads  to  endless  day  ; 
The  Cliristian's  treasure,  nothing  can  destroy — 
His  stay,  his  study,  his  deliglit  and  joy  ; 
Still,  of  His  rising  never  dreamed  tlie  few 
"\^^lo  fleet  on  morning's  wing  beheld  it  true, 
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As,  in  tlieir  lioly  rapture  and  surprise, 

A  tomb  deserted  met  tlieir  wond'ring  eyes, 

"While  other  proofs  Avere  amply  to  tliem  home. 

Its  Spoiler  rose  on  that  eventful  morn. 

Convinced,  convicted,  quickly  home  they  went. 

But  lingered  Mary,  still  there  to  lament, 

Eelieving  some  through  night  had  borne  Him  hence, 

But,  v»^eeping,  owns  she  really  knoAvs  Jiot  whence. 

Lo,  how  she  stands,  all  cheerless  and  alone, 

The  tomb  surveys,  but  finds  her  Master  gone. 

There  sighing  looks,  with  'keen  and  anxious  eye, 

Beholds  the  linen  and  the  napkin  lie  ; 

Two  guardian  seraphs,  robed  in  lustre  bright. 

As  snow  unsullied  dazzling  to  her  sight, 

AVhile  sad  her  heart  still  heaves  with  bitter  woe, 

Her  sobs  are  heavy,  and  her  voice  is  low. 

Pensive,  and  j)ondering  o'er  his  virtue  pure. 

Untainted  holiness,  and  counsel  sure, 

His  boundless  wisdom,  knowledge,  trust,  and  skill. 

His  love  to  God,  his  care  for  human  weal. 

lio^v  keen  her  sorrow,  as  she  calls  to  mind 

The  nameless  suff 'rings  of  her  Master  kindj 

His  love  for  her,  for  all,  Avho  to  Him  came, 

The  deaf,  the  dumb,  blind,  jjaralysed  and  lame ; 

How  at  his  bidding  demons  left  the  soul, 

And  fell  disease  Avas  under  his  control. 

Ah,  mournful  adds,  the  dead  his  Avord  arose. 

Which  hushed  the  raging  billows  to  rejiose ; 

The  tempest  heard  it,  and  AA'as  tame  and  still ; 

All  nature  stooped  obedient  to  his  Avill. 
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"Wjtli  pain  slio  thinks  upon  tlie  insults  dread, 

Contcni])t  and  shame  piled  on  his  guillless  liead ; 

The  taunts,  the  jests,  the  naockery  and  liate 

He  meekly  bore,  from  thousands,  small  and  great : 

The  garden's  Avoe,  -wliere  rained  the  bloody  sweat ; 

And  ponders  o'er  the  traitor's  base  deceit, 

His  cruel  capture,  Peter's  rude  denial. 

His  false  arraignment,  and  pretended  trial, 

His  condemnation,  and  the  thorny  crown. 

The  reed,  mock-sceptre,  and  the  scornful  frown  ; 

"While  ah  !  the  Cross,  in  liorror's  dread  array. 

Her  powers  of  memory  vividly  portray. 

Tlicve  she  beholds  the  ^lan  of  Sorrows  die, 

'Mid  jeers  and  scoffs  of  gazers  standing  by. 

Amid  the  rage  and  malice  of  his  foes. 

For  whom  his  prayer  of  pity  ever  rose ; 

That  prayer  immortal,  -with  devotion  true — 

Father,  forgive  ;  they  knoAV  not  what  they  do  ; 

Concluding,  It  is  finished  and  in  fine 

To  heaven  triumphantly  his  soul  resign. 

In  this  sad  hour  of  anguish  and  distress, 

Witli  pity  struck,  the  angels  her  address, 

In  terms  transporting,  fitted  to  allay 

Her  doubts,  her  fears,  and  banish  her  dismay  : — 

H  e  is  not  here,  but  risen  ;  dry  the  tear ; 

In  joy  behold  -where  lay  thy  ^Master  dear  ; 

His  friends  apprise,  who  may  again  him  see 

In  his  advance  to  favoured  Galilee. 

The  scene  she  quits,  to  find  her  homeward  road. 

But  lo  !  beholds  her  Saviour  and  her  God. 
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Bright  rays  of  hope  across  her  heart  now  roll, 
And  doubt  and  darkness  leave  her  troubled  soul ; 
Her  bounding  steps  she  now  with  joy  pursues, 
To  spread  the  thrilling,  soul-elating  news. 


EEFLECTIOK"S  OJS"  THE  GRAVE 
OF  JOHI^  COMMOK 

EEST,  honoured  friend,  with  whom  I  oft  liave 
trod, 
'JsTeath  Cynthia's  smiles,  the  soft  and  verdant  sod, 
Through  the  lone  wood,  along  the  winding  glade, 
"When  lovely  Sylvia  lent  her  friendly  shade. 
Enshrined  by  nature  thus  from  vulgar  view. 
Our  lectures  flowed  in  periods  ever  neAv, 
Where  scanned  we  oft,  in  rapture  and  surprise, 
The  glorious  revolutions  of  the  skies, 
"Where  ceaseless  harmony  and  order  bind 
The  wondrous  works  of  the  Eternal  Mind. 
Nor  stopped  we  here,  but  glowingly  Avould  trace 
The  varied  God  in  nature's  varied  face, 
Through  winding  Providence  and  Book  divine, 
Endorsed  His  claim  to  every  sacred  line  : 
But  where  our  meetings  noAV — the  warm  debate, 
Improving,  pleasing,  mutual,  ear'  and  late  1 
All  gone,  alas  !  and  to  return  no  more. 
Dissolved  as  billoAvs  on  the  rocky  shore, 
Or  like  the  meteor  in  the  distance  lost. 
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As  patli  of  vessel  when  the  ocean's  crossed. 
Xow  marlvs  the  stone,  alas  I  his  lowly  head, 
Amid  the  simple  niatic  village-dead  : 
Bla.sled  in  youtliful  vigour  and  in  bloom, 
r>ut  twenty-two  had  scooped  his  narrow  tonih ; 
The  pride  of  elegant  and  brilliant  parts, 
The  boasted  son  of  science  and  of  arts ; 
Xo  motive  base  or  of  a  sordid  kind 
E'er  stemmed  the  glowing  current  of  his  mind. 
His  friendship  warm,  enduring,  and  sincere, 
In  love  profound,  in  anger  not  severe  ; 
Tempered  with  mercy,  swayed  to  pity's  side, 
Twas  his  to  feel  and  to  forgive  his  pride. 
But  soon  the  Tp-ant  shall  the  mandate  given  : 
Hear  and  restore  the  favoured  sons  of  Heaven  ; 
Thence  shall  he  rise  with  that  illustrious  band, 
Glorious,  immortal,  by  supreme  command. 
To  share  the  boundless  bliss  and  changeless  love 
Of  Father,  Son,  and  all  the  Host  above ; 
There  to  improve  for  ever  and  refine, 
Reflecting  his  Original  divine. 


:^IY  XAT1V1-:  BOliDEU  HOME. 

'jTY  FOE  yon  heights  Avhere  waves  the  pine, 
\J>     Again  there  let  me  roam  : 
"Wliat  channs  on  earth  can  rival  thine, 
^ly  native  Border  home  ? 
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How  sweet  tlirougli  blue-Lells  there  to  wade, 

And  see  tlie  primrose  spring — 
To  hear  "beneath  the  vernal  shade 

The  mellow  warblers  sing  ! 

And  give  me  there  alone  to  stray, 

In  rapture  to  behold 
The  lovely  landscape,  fresh  and  gay. 

Its  magic  scenes  unfold. 

There  wafts  the  Tweed  her  pearly  tide, 

How  soft  her  murmnring  flow. 
Bathing  her  osier  emerald  side, 

"Where  fragrant  hawthorns  blow. 

And  oh,  yon  hallowed  craggy  steep, 

Where  silence  reigns  alone, 
Where  countless  tlu'ongs  oblivious  sleep. 

Of  years  and  ages  gone. 

And  there  the  peaceful  hamlet  spreads, 

Where  fields  and  orchards  smile ; 
And  hail,  embraced  by  deep'ning  shades, 

Yon  fairy  portly  pile. 

And  sweet  the  daisy-spangled  mead, 

Where  blitlie  the  lambkin  plays. 
How  bland  its  charms  renew  indeed 

The  joys  of  other  days. 
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Of  life's  ambrosial  cloudless  morn, 

"Where  now  the  seraph  hand, 
That  gambolled  gay  beneath  the  thorn. 

Or  gemmed  yon  jiebbled  strand  ] 

I  see  them  imaged  in  the  clouds. 

On  Cheviot's  morning  brow  ; 
"Wliile  every  grove  anil  bower  enshrouds 

Eor  me  but  memories  now. 

Thus  sacred  tlirice  those  scenes  to  me. 

How  thrilling  !  how  benign  ! 
Piound  which,  as  ivy  round  the  tree, 

My  sympathies  entwine. 

Then  for  yon  heights  where  waves  the  pine. 

Again  there  let  me  roam  ; 
"\^1lat  charms  on  earth  can  rival  thine. 

My  native  Eorder  home  ? 


LTXES  ADDEESSED  TO  JOIIX  S E., 

EDIXEUliGII. 

"EAPi  me  a  wee,  sir,  when  I  write  : 
Abhorring  scandal  and  a'  spite, 
And  every  word  I  now  indite 

It's  truth,  I'll  swear ; 
And  he  wha's  guided  by  this  light 
Has  nought  to  fear. 
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Sae,  tak  it  ill  or  tak  it  weel, 

Blunt  truth  I'll  tell  and.  shame  the  deil, 

And  to  your  conscience  wad  appeal, 

Eut  nane  ye  hae, 
Te  frozen-hearted,  ne'er-do-weel, 

"Wi'  pate  sae  grey. 

Lang  hae  ye  hullied,  Aveel  I  wat, 

The  curse,  the  pest,  haith  soon  and  late, 

To  a'  that  toil  within  your  gate, 

'Mid  wat  and  dry  ; 
Eut  still  your  grave-like  greed  to  sate, 

I  them  defy. 

Your  fulsome,  ill  scrap't  leein'  tongue, 
Por  mair  than  sixty  years  has  swung, 
And  rudely  cursed  haith  auld  and  young 

As  black  as  hell. 
Till  a'  around  has  aften  rung. 

They  ken  theirsel. 

Ayont  a  doubt — ah !  doubt  there's  nane, 
E'en  in  the  merest  sceptic's  brain. 
That  you  are  surely  Satan's  ain 

Dark  incarnation — 
Of  double  damn'd  damnation  plain 

An  emanation. 

And  your  infernal  lowin'  drouth, 

Your  badge,  your  curse,  frae  early  youth. 
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To  slokcii  it  l)Ut  anct;,  in  tmtli, 

I  a'  defy : 
AVlieii  e'er  a  groat  ye  raise,  foi-soolh, 

Ye'll  aye  be  dry. 

And  niony  a  In'oken  snout  ye've  had — 
Been  weeks  thegitlier  ravin'  mad — 
Blue  devils  seen,  and  a'  tliat's  bad, 

Your  pouches  jiickiu' ; 
And  cliairs  and  stools  and  bottles,  lad. 

In  fury  kickin' 

A'  tapsatcerie  in  a  heap  ; 

"While  snakes  and  serpents  round  ye  creep, 

And  niony  roused  frae  their  last  sleep 

Around  ye  stand. 
And  spectres  dread  their  watches  kecj) 

On  ilka  hand. 

Sic  dreadfu'  dismal  sichts  as  these, 
Are  fit  ano's  very  IJuid  to  freeze, 
And  gaur  us  a'  on  coffee  seize, 

I'lius  turn  Teetotal, 
And  suck  our  orange  at  soirees, 

And  curse  the  bottle. 

Sac,  wad  ye  to  my  hint  attend. 
And  tak  at  last  a  thocht  and  mend, 
But  och  I  fear  my  words  I'll  spend 
In  labour  vain, 
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Aik\  just  as  weel  my  counsel  lend 
To  ana  insane  : 

As  ■weel  attempt  to  raise  the  dead, 
Or  catch  the  lightning  in  its  speed, 
As  to  amendment  yon  to  lead, 

And  turn  frae  evil, 
Ye  God-ahandoned,  past  remeid, 

Incarnate  devil. 


OX  THE  WEECK  OF  THE  PEGASUS, 

A  Hull  and  Leith  Steamer,  which  happened  about 
the  end  of  July  1843. 

'T^^OW  thrice  enchanting  shone  that  fatal  eve  ! 

jGJw     What  pen  or  pencil  could  its  sweets  j)ortray! 

"When  Pegasus  lay  loading,  Leith  to  leave, 
Decked  as  a  Xymph  fair  on  her  nuptial  day, 
To  plough  the  trackless  deep,  old  Hull  to  pay 

Her  wonted  visit,  as  for  many  a  year, 

Fraught  Avith  a  cargo  of  the  grave  and  gay  ! 

The  brave  and  timid  in  the  group  appear — 

The  sons  of  Truth,  with  those  Avho  at  her  sneer. 

And,  lo  !  amid  the  circling  fairy  throng. 
The  reverend  father  and  the  laurelled  sage  ; 
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There  buoyant  youth  chants  o'er  the  am'rous  song, 
And  wave  tlic  lf)cks  dipt  in  tlie  snows  of  age ; 
And  tlicre  the  lovers  in  fresli  vows  engage, 

"With  Ijurning  words  and  dream  of  nuptial  joys  ; 
The  sportive  boy  and  prattling  girl,  too,  wage 

Their  juvenile  disputes  o'er  games  and  toys — 

AH  seemed  to  pluck  the  fruit  that  never  cloys. 

Bright  slione  the  sun,  to  Ijless  them  with  his  smile, 
To  gild  creation  and  the  slumbering  wave ; 

Ah  !  little  dreamt  they,  in  so  brief  a  while. 

That  he  would  thus  shine  o'er  their  common  grave, 
And  stormy  billows  wild  above  them  rave  ! 

That  they  to  "  Scotia  "  might  have  bid  farewell, 
To  home,  to  friends,  and  all  the  world  e'er  gave ; 

That  those  they  left  behind  should  shortly  tell. 

With  many  a  sob,  Avhat  fate  to  them  befell ! 

Alas  !  for  frail  short-sighted  fleeting  man, 

Pleased  with  the  foibles  of  the  passing  hoiii ; 
To-day  hoAv  buoyant,  bright  in  hope  and  plan, 

To-morrow  blasted  as  the  fragile  flower  ! 

Or  like  the  leaves  when  Autumn  sweeps  the  bower, 
A  Avreck  on  earth,  as  if  he  ne'er  had  been, 

By  Death's  invading  all-relentless  power. 
Oh  !  Life's  precarious,  ever-shifting  scene, 
"Where  care  and  sorrow  blight  each  joy  we  glean. 

Arrived  the  hour,  the  gangway  drawn  ashore, 
The  cable  hauled,  and  all  obstructions  clear ; 
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All  riglit  announced,  tlience  dashing  off  she  bore 
Her  way  across  the  glassy  deep  to  steer, 
And  like  a  ploughshare  Ocean's  breast  to  tear ; 

While  beat  each  heart  with  feelmgs  strange  and  new, 
Increasing  pleasure  banished  every  fear, 

As  fairy  scenes  thick  crowded  on  the  vicAv, 

And  from  the  gaze  successively  withdrew\ 

The  glowing  landscape,  robed  in  Summer's  pride — 

'J  he  spreading  forest — distant  hills  arose — 
Towns,  villages,  by  magic  seemed  to  glide. 

And  ever  and  anon  fresh  views  disclose  ; 

While  the  lone  sea-gull  flitting  comes  and  goes, 
With  other  tribes  whose  home  is  on  the  deep, 

All  tended  soft,  rude  passions  to  compose, 
And  in  reflection  every  sense  to  steep. 
And  charm  them  onwards  in  their  limpid  sweep. 

Sweet  then  the  sun  with  setting  lustre  beamed, 
With  splendour  tinging  bright  the  evening  sky  ; 

While  o'er  the  ocean  floods  of  glory  streamed, 
With  sparkling  radiance  nothing  could  outvie — 
All  seemed  as  Deity  was  drawing  nigh  ; 

But  shortly  these  all  faded  from  the  sight. 
And  Vesper  moi:nted  had  his  car  on  high, 

Wlio  chased  the  shadows  of  receding  light, 

And  silent  ushered  in  the  jDeaceful  night ; 

Which,  like  an  empress  in  her  weeds  of  woe, 
Came  softly  and  resumed  her  sable  throne, 
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'Vo  Yi'^ht  her  "wakc,  hung  out  her  lamps  to  glow ; 
While  Cynthia  niihl  in  Availing  lustre  shone, 
Ihvt  all  grew  diinnior  as  the  night  drew  on  : 

At  last  the  moon  and  stars  in  clouds  were  lost, 
And  hillows  rose,  hy  northern  breezes  Llown  ; 

And  Inne  dread  night  her  zenith-point  had  crossed, 

AMiilc  they  had  neared  that  Avdl-known  fatal  coast, 

"NMiere  the  white  surf  the  Ferny  Isles  embrace. 

And  lurking  death  lies  yawning  for  his  ju-ey 
'i\Iong  shelving  rocks,  which  mark  the  dismal  place 

Of  MTCck  and  ruin,  Imrror,  and  dismay; 

AVhicli  unsuspected  marred  their  liquid  way 
'J'hroiigh  shallow  water,  as  the  tide  Avas  low, 

Eevealing  perils  that  thick  around  them  lay, 
tStill  never  dreading  their  impending  Avoe, 
"Which  baffles  all  the  poAver  of  Avords  to  shoAv. 

Scarce  had  another  surge  Pegasus  lashed, 

Till  Avith  a  thund'ring,  horrid  crashing  sound 

Against  the  Goldstone's  sunken  reef  she  dashed  : 
Then  foamed  the  deep,  as  if  in  fetters  bound, 
"While  the  lone  echoes  hoarsely  pealed  around  ; 

Her  boAV  Avas  stoven,  fixed  lay  she  and  fast, 
All  efforts  unaA-ailing  yet  Avere  found  ; 

And  many  sleeping  rose,  and  frantic  passed 

Up  to  the  croAvded  deck,  all  pale,  aghast. 

Thiice  trying  moment  :  Avordless  the  despair  I 
There  midnight  horror  ev'ry  visage  veiled — 


WRECK  OF  THE  PEGASUS.  175 

Struck  out  eatli  smile  ;  as  every  Losom  tliere 

Was  filled  witli  tremblings,  and  by  fears  assailed  ; 
While  dread  forebodings  tlu'ough   all  hearts   pre- 
vailed : 

E^-es  flashed  on  ej'es  in  mutual  alarm 
And  frantic  terror,  as  all  courage  failed, 

Hope  fled  each  breast,  and  with  her  every  charm  ; 

Dismayed,  all  eyed  Fate's  dread  uplifted  arm. 

And  there  Avere  tears  and  heavy-laden  sighs, 
Heartrending  anguish  and  convulsive  throes, 

With  dismal  groans,  -wild,  horrid  shrieks,  and  cries 
To  Heav'n  for  mercy  in  that  hour  arose  : 
That  He  would  pity  show,  and  interpose : 

Some  wrung  their  hands,  while  others  howling  tore 
Their  hair  in  frenzy,  and  loud  Availings  rose, 

With  dismal  screams,  wild  oaths,  and  curses  sore. 

In  chorus  with  the  waves'  hoarse  dashing  roar. 

Amid  the  dire  commotion  and  distress — 
This  scene  of  nameless  horror  and  despair — 

Forth  came  the  man  of  God  them  to  address, 
And  proffer  to  Omnipotence  the  prayer. 
With  looks  commanding,  and  divine-like  air  : 

Fixed  in  his  faith,  resigned  and  undismayed, 
In  spite  of  all  he  then  was  doomed  to  bear  ; 

To  him  no  matter  how  Death  came  arrayed, 

He  had  the  pledge  of  joys  that  never  fade. 

Of  ijleasures  endless,  blessings  ever  new. 

Which  eye  ne'er  saw,  ear  heard,  or  mind  conceived, 
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Eich,  fragrant,  glorious,  bursting  on  the  view — 
All.  all  to  him,  hy  God  to  bo  bequeathea 
That  moment  he  from  suffering  was  relieved  ; 

Then  kneeling  down  to  heaven's  eternal  Sire, 
'Mid  weeping  groups  of  every  stay  bereaved, 

With  heart  all  glowing  with  seraphic  lire, 

Thus  prays  the  saint  in  his  affliction  dire:  — 

«  Eternal  King  !  Source  and  Supreme  of  all ! 
Fountain  of  light  and  life,  we  bow  to  Thee 
Before  thy  throne,  for  aid  and  succour  call. 
That  Thou  wouldst  in  thy  mercy  now  us  free 
From  these  dread  perils  that  around  us  be, 
And  thus  our  danger  into  safety  turn ; 

Our  woe  exchanged  for  gladness  may  we  see  ; 
The  oil  of  joy  0  give  to  all  who  mourn, 
That  every  heart  with  gratitude  may  burn  ! 

"  But,  0  thou  holy,  ever-blessed  One! 

If  Thou  hast  otherwise  for  us  decreed. 
Here,  as  in  heaven,  Thy  sovereign  wiU  be  done, 

And  for  our  change  prepare  us  now  indeed  : 

For  through  our  Saviour's  merits  now  we  plead, 
And  through  his  all-atoning  blood  alone— 

Whose  cleansing  virtue  aU  transgressors  need- 
May  we  in  triumph  all  surround  Thy  throne, 
Where  death,  and  sin,  and  sorrow  arc  unknown." 

Ere  this  the  engines  had  the  seamen  backed, 
And  the  dishevelled  vessel  off  the  reef, 
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But  short  her  liquid  path  Pegasus  tracked 
Till  cameDestruction,  like  a  warlike  chief, 
With  havoc  horrible  as  efforts  brief ; 

As  through  her  shattered  bows  the  torrents  gushed, 
Impaling  every  hope  of  fond  relief, 

E  xtinguished  were  the  fires,  the  engine  hushed ; 

Then  to  the  previous  lowered  boats  some  rushed 

With  overpowering  impulse,  gloom,  and  fears, 

Leaving  the  vessel  merging  in  the  deep  ; 
While  some  remained  to  weep  and  howl  in  tears, 

And  perish  there  in  Fate's  devouring  sweep ; 

While  up  the  rigging  then  did  many  creep, 
Frantic  in  all  the  horror  of  despair, 

In  vain  for  mercy  there  to  wail  and  Aveep, 
To  sigh  ia  sorrow  to  the  midnight  au', 
And  pour  to  nature's  God  their  dying  prayer. 

Amid  the  deafening  clamour,  grief,  and  woe, 

With  sympathetic  tenderness  survey 
The  sobbing  mother  there,  with  many  a  throe 

Of  tearless  anguish,  stooping  now  to  pray 

O'er  her  two  smiling  innocents  at  play, 
Whose  happy  voices  mingle  with  the  moan 

Of  broken-hearted  sorrow  and  dismay, 
But  little  knew  the  storm  was  speeding  on 
To  drift  their  little  barks  to  shores  unknown. 

For  ere  a  few  short  fleeting  moments  passed. 
The  horrid  scene  its  dismal  climax  gained. 
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As  down  licad  foremost  bounced  she  at  tlie  last, 
And  in  the  bosom  of  the  deep  remained. 
Swamped  were  the  boats,  though  every  nerve  wji  - 
strained 

To  poise  tlie  little  skiffs  upon  tlie  wave ; 

And  then  and  there  gaunt  Death  iii  triumph  reigned, 

From  whose  dominion  notliing  could  them  save, 

And  now  all  hope  to  desperation  gave. 

The   night,    wrapped   deep   with    splashing    labour, 
groaned 

In  dismal  concert  to  the  shriek  and  yell 
Of  struggling  mortals,  who,  in  sinking,  moaned 

To  those  they  loved  the  long  and  wUd  farewell, 

Wliose  deep-toned  peals  rung  as  a  funeral  knell  ; 
But  louder  far  those  female  screams  and  cries 

Which  rose  amid  the  waves'  devouring  swell ; 
And  dread  the  hoAvlings  and  departing  sighs 
Which  marked  that  hour  of  death  and  agonies. 


"O" 


But  soon,  alas  !  and  all  was  past  and  gone  ! 

The  sounds  of  woe  and  wailing  heard  no  more, 
The  billowed  deep  in  solitude  rolled  on 

W^ith  bold,  majestic,  and  hoarse  swelling  roar 

O'er  many  a  deatli-chillcd  heart  which  short  before 
Beat  high  in  virtue,  noble,  bold,  and  brave  ; 

With  lovers  fond,  whom  Fate  asunder  tore, 
As  youth  and  beauty  failed  that  night  to  save, 
And  talent,  worth,  and  wiadom  found  a  grave. 
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ADIEU  TO  THE  MUSE. 

•^Vf^DIEU  to  tlie  Lady  I  loved, 
'^^s     ^^^  deemed  so  devoted  and  true ; 
But  false  in  her  fealty  she  proved, 
So  now  and  for  ever  adieu. 

When  first  on  Parnassus  alone, 

I  thought  her  a  I^ymph  from  the  skies ; 
A  Seraph,  so  radiant  she  shone, 

Outvieing  the  rainbow's  bright  dyes. 

Her  eyes  well  the  stars  might  illume, 

As  her  lips  the  ruby  defied  ; 
Her  breath  mocked  the  violet's  perfume, 

And  her  voice  the  angelic  vied. 

When  she  spoke,  it  was  rapture  and  glee, 
Which  thrilled  to  her  bottom  the  soul ; 

Her  look  was  enchantment  to  me, 
Defying  the  spirit's  control. 

But  ah  !  the  fond  amorous  smile, 
That  played  to  allure  and  betray. 

As  the  glow-worms  strangers  beguile, 
And  crocodiles  weep  o'er  their  prey. 
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With  promises  liollow  as  liell, 

With  hopes  as  delusive  as  fair, 
In  tlie  heart  long  duped  by  her  spell, 

She  built  only  castles  of  air. 

She  stretched  forth  her  magical  wand, 

And  a  future  Elysium  arose. 
All  glowing  and  bright  at  command. 

Where  merit  alone  should  repose. 

I  roamed  the  ethereal  bowers, 
And  lingered  in  fancy  for  years. 

By  the  fountains  bedecked  with  sweet  flowers, 
Where  beauty  unsullied  appears. 

Where  sweetly  the  myrtle  and  vine 

Each  other  as  lovers  embrace  ; 
But  ah  !  as  I  pressed  out  the  wine, 

'Twas  like  Gomorrah's  in  taste. 

There  tempting  as  if  at  her  nod, 
In  each  cool  and  ambrosial  shade, 

The  aureate  boughs  groaned  with  their  load — 
But  in  blighting  deception  arrayed. 

As  in  Eden  of  old,  my  sire. 

Re-lured,  bewitched,  and  beguiled, 

On  illusion,  I  quenched  my  desire, 
With  the  apples  Sodomic  that  smiled. 
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Still  praised  I  her  powers  to  tlie  world — 

A  sneer,  or  a  taunt  its  reply  ; 
I  saw  long  lier  flag  liad  been  furled, 

And  famous  Castilia  run  dry. 

That  Pope  and  Young,  Campbell  and  Burns, 
With  Shakspere  and  Milton  and  Scott, 

All  quafi"ed  the  full  cup  in  their  turns, 
With  hosts  as  immortal  in  note  ; 

Till  Byron,  that  bright  polar  star — 
That  lord  of  the  realms  sublime — 

That  heaven-perched  eagle  afar, 

Proud  crowning  the  steep  rocks  of  rhyme. 

Arose,  and  drained  to  its  source 

The  stream  talismanic  and  clear ; 
But  sediments  left  he,  of  course, 

Both  fcetid  and  vapid,  we  hear. 

Thus  have  I  from  youth  been  her  tool. 

So  softly  the  syi-en  would  sing ; 
But  no  more,  the  lyrical  fool ; 

So  away  my  harp  now  I  fling. 

Then,  adieu  to  the  Lady  I  loved. 
And  deemed  so  devoted  and  true  ; 

But  false  in  her  fealty  she  proved  ; 
So  now  and  for  ever  adieu  ! 
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TO  THE  lyiE^IORT  OF  AN  OLD  FEIEKD. 

TFnf HOUGH  Spring  in  vernal  beauty  robes  the  trees, 
ij^     And  fragrant  blossoms  greet  tlie  smiling  day ; 
Thougli  songs  of  love  are  borne  on  every  breeze, 
Yet  what  can  glad  the  bosom  of  dismay  1 

Or  soothe  the  heart  that  sobs  in  l>itter  grief, 
That  bleeds  for  joys,  ah  !  never  to  return  1 

To  me  but  futile  nature's  kind  relief, 

Whom  cruel  fate  recalls,  alas  !  to  mourn. 

What  now  can  charm  1     Breathe  soft,  ye  gentle  gale  ; 

List  to  my  plaint,  and  waft  my  sighs  along, 
Till  sympathising  echoes  wake  and  wail. 

The  dirge  of  lonely  friendship  to  prolong. 

Ye  rueful  trees  reflecting  mute  my  woe. 

That  seem  to  share  my  sorrow,  by  your  nod. 

Soft  may  your  sainted  shades  embalm  the  flow 
Of  Nature's  tribute,  to  bedew  the  sod. 

0  as  affection,  sighing,  marks  the  spot, 
How  bleeding  fancy  musters  up  her  train 

Of  hallowed  joys,  and  stings  the  wounded  thought 
With  social  hours  we  ne'er  must  share  again. 
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Ah  !  mtliless  blow,  unceremonious  fate, 

Sweeping  from  earth  my  boasted  hope  so  soon, 

Who  smihng  hailed  that  morn  with  soul  elate, 
But,  like  a  flower,  lay  withered  long  ere  noon. 

Enshrined  in  mine  his  memory  shall  bloom ; 

His  moral  worth  my  mournful  lays  inspire, 
"Which  bright  with  hope  this  bosom  would  illume, 

And  wake  to  ecstasy  my  humble  lyre. 

Impersonation  of  affection  pure. 

Immutable  in  virtue's  noble  cause, 
Eeligious  unassuming  ornature, 

A  living  incarnation  of  "her  laws. 

In  God,  how  blessed  he  indeed  who  dies ! 

Wrhy  weep  "? — why  mourn  1    Though  absent,  is  he 
losti 
Are  stars  at  noon  1  the  bark  Avhich,  havened,  lies 

Secure,  serene,  though  on  another  coast  ] 

All  hail !  that  glorious,  that  auspicious  morn. 
The  seed  immortal  shall  resign  its  clay ; 

His  cell  the  captive  with  exulting  scorn, 
AH  troubles,  tears,  for  ever  washed  away. 

Then  shall  he  bask  in  uncreated  rays. 

And  share  unmingled  pleasures,  ever  new, 

And  strike  the  golden  lyre  in  endless  praise. 
In  glorious  concert,  with  the  faithful  few. 
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THE  LANEFOOT  WELL. 

'OW  luilIoweJ,  wordless,  and  unknown, 
Peculiar  to  his  soul  alone, 
Tlic  stranger's  feelings  as  he  strays 
Amid  the  scenes  of  early  days  ; 
There  what  mementoes  meet  the  eye, 
To  melt  the  heart,  to  wake  the  sigh, 
As  every  glance  around  him  cast 
In  sadness  still  recalls  the  past ; 
Honce,  ah  !  with  mingled  joy  and  pain, 
Dear  limpid  stream,  all  hail  again  ! 
Flow  on,  flow  on,  thou  ever  free, 
Tliou  hast  a  charm,  at  least  for  me — 
A  secret  charm,  a  power  divine, 
That  wizards  still  this  soul  of  mine. 
Despite  that  ^vithering  round  of  years 
Of  absence  in  a  vale  of  tears. 
"VMiat  changes  since  I  lastly  trod 
"With  vacant  heart  thy  vernal  sod, 
And  sported  with  the  happy  core 
Away  the  sunny  days  of  yore, 
Since  round  thy  pool  we  circling  quaffed 
With  mutual  joy  thy  cooling  draught, 
Played  many  a  prank  to  memory  dear 
In  innocence  and  love  sincere  ! 
But  ah,  alas !  where  are  they  now  1 
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As  mists  that  wreatlic  the  mountain's  brow 

By  winds  are  scattered,  thus,  anon, 

All,  all  my  early  friends  have  flown. 

0  what  is  life  1  a  cheat,  a  jest — 

The  world  a  broken  reed  at  best. 

Its  joys,  its  pleasures — what  1  a  ray 

Of  sunshine  in  a  winter  day. 

Sad  truths,  alas  !  though  now  we  part, 

Thine  image  faithful  on  the  heart. 

By  Nature  traced,  shall  ever  dwell;- 

Hence  now  adieu,  my  native  well ! 


TWELVE  O'CLOCK— MIDNIGHT. 

'*  The  bell  strikes  one  :  we  take  no  note  of  time, 
But  from  its  loss.     To  give  it  then  a  tongue, 
Is  wise  in  man." 

Dr  Young. 

clock    strikes    twelve  ! — with    melancholy 
pleasure. 

Hail  to  its  solemn  monitory  chime  ! 
'Tis  sweet  betimes  the  winged  hours  to  measure. 

And  take  in  solitude  a  note  of  time — 
To  ascertain  our  progress  or  delay, 
As  pilgrims  posting  o'er  a  dubious  way. 
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Tlio  clock   strikes   twelve  I — Avrapt   in   a   deatli-likc 
slumber, 

Tho  pay,  the  busy  world  encircles  me  : 
Joy  fails  to  charm,  care  ceases  to  encumber, 

And  silence  reigns  in  sable  livery, 
Save  the  lone  owl,  which  from  yon  frowning  steep 
In  mournful  requiem  I^ature  seems  to  weep. 

The    clock    strikes    twelve ! — night  is  the   time  for 
"weeping — 

To  hallow  with  a  holy  tear  the  past. 
To  sigh  o'er  memories  obliviuus  sleeping, 

Dear  loves  and  hopes  the  grave  alone  can  blast, 
And  leave  the  busom  desolate  to  mourn, 
O'er  bliss  departed  never  to  return. 

The  clock  strikes  twelve  ! — in  this  dark  vale  of  sadness, 
Since  last  it  struck,  what  changes  have  transpired  1 

How  many  hearts  that  glowed  with  love  and  gladness 
Are,  as  the  marble,  cold  and  uninspired  ; 

While  others,  sad  impaled  with  griefs  and  woes, 

Where  sorrows  are  unknown,  have  found  repose  ; 

The  clock  strikes  twelve  ! — momentous  contemplation! 

Who  knows,  but  Heaven,  if  e'er  these  ears  again 
On  earth  may  tingle  with  the  like  sensation  I 

To-morrow's  boast,  e'en  with  the  best  how  vain  ! 
What  pledge,  what  guarantee  has  he  for  life, 
Environed  by  the  battle's  mortal  strife  1 
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The  clock  strikes  twelve  ! — prophetic'lly  revealing 
The  awful  twelve  of  ^Nature  hastens  on  : 

Soon  must  I  hear  its  dismal  thunders  pealing, 
And  her  tremendous,  deep  expiring  groan ; 

Oh  !  for  that  august  unexampled  hour 

Prepare  thou  me,  0  thou  Eternal  Power  ! 


LAMENT  EOR  THE  SUDDEN  DEATH 
OF  EGBERT  TODD. 

•\P{»ECLUDED  here,  in  sorrow,  let  me  mourn, 
Jf^     A  friend  and  brother  from  my  bosom  torn. 
0  hallowed  bliss,  with  me  for  ever  past. 
Ecstatic  joy,  too  exquisite  to  last. 
What  e'er  can  soothe  my  anguish,  and  impart 
Life's  former  sunshiae  to  the  blighted  heart  ? 
How  short  and  fleeting  all  that  life  supplies  ! 
"  He  builds  too  low  who  builds  beneath  the  skies." 
Mute  now  the  tongue,  which  but  so  lately  charmed 
And  paralysed  the  heart  aifection  warmed. 
Those  eyes  which  flashed  with  intellectual  light. 
How  sightless  now,  and  closed  in  endless  night  ! 
A  father's  tears  may  cease  for  him  to  flow, 
Time  neutraKse  a  weeping  brother's  woe  ; 
A  sobbing  sister,  may  forget  her  sigh ; 
Joy  yet  illume  the  promised  fair  one's  eye  ; 
But  lonely  Friendship  ever  must  deplore 
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A  loss  in  him,  the  world  can  ne'er  restore. 
No  feigned  affliction  pours  her  sorrows  here  ; 
A  hosoni  mourns  o'er  all  it  once  held  dear. 
Years  may  roll  on,  but  to  increase  my  woe, 
As  streams  enlarge  and  deepen  as  they  flow. 
However  o'er  life's  stormy  billows  tossed, 
His  worth  I'll  homage  till  the  ocean's  crossed. 
0  as  I  linger  o'er  his  narrow  cell, 
How  sighs  the  heart  the  long — the  last  farewell ! 


OUR  VISIT  TO  THE  WEST  OF  SCOTLAND. 

'AIL,  land  of  mountains,  streams  and  floods. 
Bowers  and  groves,  and  shady  woods  ! 
Vocal  with  unnumbered  lays 
Of  native  gratitude  and  praise, 
Sweet  with  classic  fairy  dells. 
Red  with  waving  heather  bells, 
Gay  with  flocks  and  meads  renowned, 
Rich  with  fields  of  plenty  crowned, 
Nurse  of  liberty  and  light, 
Immortalised  by  genius  bright, 
Sweet  home  of  peace,  of  valour,  fame, 
Of  all  deserving  of  a  name. 
Land  of  my  fathers  and  of  mine, 
]^Iy  soul  sliaU  ever  thee  enshrine ; 


VISIT  TO  THE  WEST  OF  SCOTLAND,  189 

Hence  for  a  harp  all  but  divine, 

The  first  and  best, 
And,  oh !  your  aid,  ye  sacred  Nine, 

To  sing  the  West. 

The  West,  the  West,  I'll  ever  sing. 
While  of  my  lyre  remains  a  string. 
First,  hail  Edina,  by  the  way, 
Thou  peerless  queen  of  cities  gay  ; 
Hail  to  thy  spires,  thy  towers,  and  domes, 
Magnificent  and  princely  homes  ; 
Thy  statues,  monuments,  which  rise 
To  hallow  and  immortalise 
Departed  worth  and  genius  dear. 
Embalmed  in  every  heart  sincere  ! 
Hail  to  the  Cenotaph  of  Scott ! 
When  shall  his  memory  be  forgot  ? 
On  thee  may  Thalia  proudly  smile, 
Illustrious  and  unrivalled  pile  ; 
Enraptured  woidd  I  gaze  a  while 

Thee  to  adore. 
And  with  thy  charms  an  hour  beguile, 

And  Kemp  deplore. 

N'ext  his  memorial  regard, 

Scotia's  devoted  matchless  bard, 

Eternal  Burns,  a  nation's  praise. 

And  Nelson's,  too,  who  won  his  bays, 

With  others  on  the  Calton  Hill, 

Which  well  the  stranger's  soul  may  thrill  ; 

0  for  its  fascinating  views  ! 
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IIow  genial  to  the  roaming  ^fusc  ! 
But  we  descend,  and  time  we  sliould, 
Hail,  famous,  ancient  Holyruod! 
Of  perished  royalty  the  seat, 
Ami  scene  of  many  a  bloody  feto ; 
Whose  stately  form,  each  spacious  hall, 
Each  tapestri(.'d  and  pictured  wall, 
Departed  glory  still  recall  : 

0  to  survey 
Thy  antique  relics,  one  and  all, 

A  summer's  day  ! 

With  unique  pleasure  turn  now  we, 
Tliou  noble  Citadel,  to  thee  : 
Hail  to  thy  everlasting  form ! 
The  sport  of  many  a  siege  and  storm  ; 
Thy  lofty  towers  and  turrets  grey. 
The  boast  of  ages  passed  away ; 
Thy  warlike  aspect  of  renown. 
Thy  splendid  Armoury  and  Crown ; 
The  gorgeous  sceptre  Sword  of  State, 
With  other  trappings  of  the  great, 
Of  Scotia's  proud  tp-aiinic  kings, 
Perished  like  other  worthless  things 
By  Time's  unsparing  mortal  blast, 
And  swept  to  the  oblivious  past ! 
But  now  a  farewell  glance  we  cast. 

With  ravaged  eyes — 
Ko  longer  can  wo  stay  at  last 

To  moralise. 
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Kext  in  our  cursory  review, 

Of  thy  attractions  ever  new, 

To  pass,  Edina,  would  it  suit, 

Thy  Eoyal  Picture  Institute  ? 

Hail  to  its  pompous  portly  mien, 

Surmounted  by  our  virtuous  Queen, 

Reflecting — all  may  see  and  feel — 

Eternal  credit  on  a  Steel  ! 

And,  hail  !  that  honoured  ace  of  parts, 

Thy  glorious,  worthy  School  of  Arts  ! 

Long  may  it  flourish  !  and  may  thee, 

Thou  noble  University, 

With  all  thy  satellites  of  fame. 

Whom  proud  may  Scotia  be  to  claim  ! 

Oh!  Wilson,  hallowed  be  thy  name. 

Thou  star  of  earth  ! 
Thy  powers,  long  may  thy  Muse's  flame 

Bright  mirror  forth ! 

But  vain,  Edina,  we  essay 

Thy  endless  charms  half  to  portray, 

So  partly  finish  we  our  tour. 

And  now  my  Muse  her  wings  must  cower. 

In  thee  how  time  unnoticed  fleets  ! 

EareweU  thy  gay  and  bustling  streets, 

Where  endless  shops  in  splendour  vie 

To  fascinate  and  feast  the  eye ; 

Scenes  of  amusement,  rich  and  new, 

Haunts  of  pleasure,  now  adieu  ! 

Gardens  sweet  when  Summer  reigns. 
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Sliady  walks,  and  vernal  plains, 
Frowning  Crags  by  Nature  piled, 
Rugged  hills  sublimely  wild, 
Draped  with  flow'rets  bright  and  mild ; 

And  hence,  in  short, 
Of  the  cnrapt  poetic  child 

The  choice  resort. 

Next  hail,  thee  Glasgow,  three  times  hail  ! 
To  flourish,  may'st  thou  never  fail. 
But  ever  nobly  cock  thy  crest, 
As  the  metropolis  of  the  West ; 
Hail  to  thy  Architecture  rare, 
Thy  sculptured  halls  and  churches  fair, 
Thy  famed  Aicade  and  proud  Exchange, 
"VVliich  well  with  Britain's  best  may  rang*  j 
The  elegant  and  sumptuous  shows 
Of  merchandise  thy  streets  disclose, 
Which  with  their  busy  masses  teem 
Like  insects  in  the  summer's  beam. 
Heaven  bless  your  "  callans,"  frank  and  freo, 
Tour  "lassocks,"  kind  and  foir  to  see  ; 
But  first  on  Flora — first  with  me — 

That  lovely  flower. 
Bliss  thi'ice  distilled — ay,  three  times  three — 

Profusely  shower. 

Illustrious  city,  truly  great. 
What  Muse  can  e'er  thee  overrate. 
For  all  that  can  a  people  raise. 
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For  all  that  merits  liuman  praise  1 

If  Modern  Athens  laurels  claim, 

Sure  equal  laurels  "u-reath  tliy  name  ! 

How  close  that  sjrmpathy  we  see, 

In  intellectual  dignity, 

True  moral  grandeur,  wisdom,  worth. 

The  all  by  Heaven  esteemed  on  earth. 

Besides,  dear  Caledonia's  boast, 

Renowned  afar  from  coast  to  coast, 

For  glorious  arts  of  every  grade, 

For  manufacture  as  for  trade, 

"Where  £;olden  Commerce  long  hath  made 

Her  chosen  home. 
Whose  thousand  sons  beneath  her  shade 

Advent'rous  roam. 

0  wonder,  reverence,  delight. 
Ecstatic,  ah  !  resplendent  sight 
Unrivalled,  what  can  words  avail, 
]!^ext  thy  Necropolis  all  hail ! 
Vast  city  of  the  mighty  dead, 
With  tombs  and  statues  overspread  ; 
Wbere,  huddled  in  oblivion  deep,- 
The  statesman  and  the  warrior  sleep  ; 
Where  o'er  the  priest  and  poet's  grave 
The  fragrant  flowers  of  Summer  wave  ; 
And  where  the  patriot  and  the  sage, 
Embalmed  in  the  historic  page, 
Repose  secluded  from  the  view. 
Beneath  the  mournful  gloomy  yew. 

N 
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But,  all !  tho  endless  retinue 

That  slumber  here, 

Whom  Fame,  -vnth  every  honour  due, 

Hath  crowned  sincere  ! 

Hence,  noble  Glasgow,  fare  thee  well ; 

No  longer  can  we  musing  dwell 

On  all  thy  novelties  around, 

That  wake  the  !Muse  thy  praise  to  sound, 

Wliich  onward,  onward,  fla})S  her  wing  : 

Thus  Paisley  next  in  turn  we  sing ; 

Which  every  tourist  frank  must  o\vn, 

To  be  at  least  a  charming  town. 

Here  holds  proud  Art  her  sceptred  sway  : 

Hail  to  thy  manufacture  gay  ! 

But  witness  once  those  numerous  halls, 

Piled  with  her  celebrated  shawls. 

And  mark  their  fabric  and  design. 

Which  wizarded  those  eyes  of  mine  ; 

0  B s,  ever  be  it  thine 

Fame  to  inherit ; 
And  bright  may  Fortune  on  thee  shine, 

Thou  son  of  merit ! 

Health  and  prosperity  to  thee  ! 
Paisley,  thou  hast  a  charm  for  me, 
That  captivates  my  very  will. 
Had,  favoured  spot  of  Tannahill, 
Immortal  in  the  powers  of  song. 
Who  mused  yon  sylvan  shades  among  ; 
Enchanting  scenes  whicli  all  revere. 
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Fraught  "witli  associations  dear. 
Lo  to  tlie  riglit  but  cast  your  eyes, 
"  Gleniifer's  braes  "  there  gently  rise  ; 
And  here  the  healthful  and  the  free, 
"  The  Bonnie  Woods  o'  Craigie  Lee;" 
And,  lastly,  mth  profound  regard 
Now  for  the  memory  of  the  Bard, 
The  pond  behold  where  reckless  dared 

He  death  to  brave, 
And  where  from  stern  misfortune  hard 

He  sought  a  grave. 

l^ext  that  unrivalled  lovely  spot, 
The  Cemetery,  Avho  fails  to  note  1 
With  all  its  sweet  transporting  views, 
Wliat  subjects  for  the  rural  Muse  ! 
Last,  Paisley,  shall  we  e'er  forget 
That  courtesy  in  thee  we  met  1 
The  cup  of  kindness  here  we  quaffed. 
How  thrice  ambrosial  was  its  draught ! 
.  Hence,  far  or  near,  roam  where  I  may, 
However  Fortune  chalks  the  way. 
While  social  joy  my  soul  shall  thrill, 
ril  warmly  pledge  a  "  Ha  Wick  gill  " 
To  him,  the  prince,  the  pink  of  folks. 
The  friendly,  gifted,  generous  Knox, 
With  open  honest  "  Sawney  "  Coaks, 

And  her  sae  fair  aye — 
Oh  the  blue  eyes,  the  auburn  locks, 

Of  modest  Mary  ! 
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Thence  hail  to  Greenock  !  liail  sincere, 

3'liy  reminiscences  how  dear  ! 

►Spreading  thy  wings,  witli  tliriving  pride. 

Along  the  classic  hanks  of  Clyde, 

llow  sweet  thy  harhuur  to  survey, 

"Where  hustling  Cummerce  rules  the  day, 

Diffusing  with  a  liheral  hand 

Her  hoons  from  many  a  distant  land  : 

Long  may  she  speed,  unshackled  he 

To  spread  her  sails  and  hi  ess  the  free  ; 

And  raise  her  steam,  which  raised  thy  name, 

And  rolled  it  on  the  page  of  fame  ; 

As  Watt's  distinguished  native  sj)ot, 

"With  other  names  of  deatliless  note  : 

And  where  'twas  "  Iligl Jand  Mary's  "  lot 

In  Spring  to  fall, 
I've  stood  above,  with  pensive  thought. 

Her  vernal  palL 

All,  hail,  thy  lovely  heath-clad  heights. 
Dear  haunts  of  thy  Parnassian  wights  ! 
Alone  but  give  me  there  to  stray. 
To  muse  the  live-long  Summer  day. 
"What  pencil  can  such  charms  unfold. 
As  those  by  Nature's  hand  unrolled — 
Landscape  on  landscape,  rich  and  new, 
Profusely  bursting  on  the  view, 
Eeminding  one,  as  Fancy  wields 
1 1 1  r  wand,  of  the  Elysian  fields  I 
^Vhilc  doubly  hail,  that  lovely  trip — 
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The  fairy  glen  of  Inverkip, 
And  from  that  hamlet  I  adore, 
To  Greenock,  0  the  magic  shore. 
Peerless  with  aught  my  eye  before 

Ere  gratified ; 
But  for  a  twelvemonth,  ay,  and  more, 

To  sing  the  Clyde. 

Last,  welcome  to  the  land  of  Burns  ! 

Here  what  luxuriant  returns 

For  all  our  trouble,  toil,  and  cost  ! 

Long  shalt  thou  be  my  proudest  boast, 

As  it  has  been  for  years  my  aim, 

Thy  scenes  long  consecrate  to  fame 

For  once,  as  now,  devout  to  tread, 

In  tribute  to  the  honoured  dead, 

"What  to'wn  in  Scotia  can  compare 

"With  thee,  delightful  lovely  Ayr  1 

Ah,  what  associations  dear 

Conspire  the  heart  to  wizard  here  ! 

Hail  to  thy  "  Briggs,"  the  "auld  "  and  "  new," 

Spanning  thy  river's  azure  hue  : 

The  recollections  they  renew 

How  dear  to  me  ! 
Lo,  yonder,  if  report  be  true. 

The  Rattan  Quay. 

But  turn  we,  with  enraptured  thought, 

Into  the  celebrated  spot. 

The  Inn,  where  every  market  night. 
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"  Fast  by  tho  ingle  blcezin'  bright," 
Sat  Tarn  o'  ShanttT  and  his  cronie— 
His  drouthy  brother,  8outer  Jolinnie. 
Tliis  timewoni  "  quaicli,"  Avhicli  circles  free, 
( )ft  have  tliey  draijied  in  social  glee. 
Had  but  this  room,  alas!  a  tongue, 
"Where  rantin*  rovin'  liobiix  strung. 
By  Islay  streams,  his  softest  lyre. 
What  stranger  would  it  not  inspire, 
And  to  its  core  the  bosom  thrill  1 
Would  not  he  merry  quaff  the  gill. 
Another  and  another  fill 

Of  choice  Glenlivet ; 
And  list  for  bours  "wi'  right  good  will. 

You  may  believe  it  1 

Still  must  we  now  resume  our  way. 

As  through  an  Eden  fresh  and  gay  ; 

Hence  to  that  scene,  by  aU  revered, 

But  doubly  to  my  soul  endeared, 

The  humble  straw-roofed,  flower-Avreathed  cot. 

Of  Nature's  Bard  the  natal  spot. 

Approached  with  deep  humility. 

And  reverence  I  enter  thee, 

Thrice  hallowed  pile,  where  aU  within 

Accords  with  thy  exterior  mien. 

Hail  that  recess,  where  first  the  light 

Illumed  the  eye  of  genius  bright  ; 

The  simple  table,  in  its  turn. 

All  nearly  through  with  letters  worn  ; 
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The  portrait  of  immortal  Burn, 

His  country's  pride, 
Beneath  where  here  the  bard  was  born, 

And  where  he  died. 

]S"ext  "Auld  Kh-k  Alloway,"  aU  haH! 

What  Muse  when  here  that  turns  not  pale, 

As  we  thy  haunted  precincts  near, 

Recalling  scenes  enacted  here. 

Which  yet  thy  crumbling  gables  two 

Confirm  too  plainly  to  be  true  1 

But  mark  "  the  ^vinnock  in  the  east, 

"Wliare  sat  Aidd  Nick  in  shape  o'  beast, 

WTia  screwed  his  pipes  and  gaurt  them  skirl. 

Till  roof  and  rafters  a'  played  dirl ;" 

The  door  through  which,  ere  Maggie  rallied. 

The  motley  hellish  legion  sallied, 

In  fiendish  vengeance,  speed,  and  might. 

Pursuing  Tam,  poor  luckless  wight, 

Which  put  him  in  a  dismal  plight, 

Desj)ite  his  care, 
Upon  that  memorable  night 

He  passed  from  Ayr. 

And  oh  !  the  "  bonnie  banks  o'  Doon," 
That  echo  loud  with  endless  tune  ! 
How  sweet  to  linger  in  the  shade. 
Or  tread  the  fragrant  flowery  glade, 
WTiere,  rapturous  in  the  days  of  yore. 
The  great  magician  we  deplore 
So  frequent  trod  and  mused  alone, 
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As  bland  Erato  favour  shone. 

Here,  what  associations  dwell  ! 

Thrice  hail  thee,  famous  Mungo's  Well, 

Thy  cooling  draught,  as  crystal  clear. 

How  grateful  to  the  palate  here  ! 

The  ivied  britlge  which  "  Tammy  "  crossed, 

Defying  devil,  Avitch,  or  ghost. 

Or  aught  of  the  infernal  host. 

The  stream  to  pass  : 
But  where  his  trusty  !Maggie  lost 

Her  tail,  alas ! 

And  hail,  thou  Cenotaph  of  fame, 
Bearing  the  amaranthine  name 
Of  Bums — ah  !  tribute  ever  dear 
To  blasted  genius,  hail  sincere  ! 
AVith  awe  profound  let  me  explore, 
And  o'er  thy  sacred  relics  pore. 
First,  of  our  !Minstrel  in  the  dust, 
Behold  the  all  but  breathing  bust ; 
The  pledge  of  mutual  love,  the  last 
'Twixt  him  and  Higliland  Mary  past — 
The  Bibles,  where  we  trace  disclosed 
The  solemn  precept  once  imposed 
Of  fealty  by  the  happy  pair 
Alone  upon  the  banks  of  Ayr  ; 
Besides,  the  slips  of  Mary's  hair. 

Conspicuous  placed. 
With  autographs  in  holy  care, 

As  gems  encased. 
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"Wliile  hail  tlie  sculptor's  noble  part, 

Hail,  noble  prototypes  of  art ! 

Here  next  in  turn  ecstatic  \'iew, 

"As  large  as  life,"  the  social  two — 

The  noted  Tarn  o'  Shanter,  and 

The  Souter  smiling  at  his  hand, 

Who  "  life's  glad  moments  "  seem  to  share, 

In  spite  of  every  cross  and  care ; 

Come  weal  or  woe,  seems  little  matter, 

"  And  aye  the  yill  seems  growin'  better." 

But  fleeting  Time  what  can  restrain  1 

Farewell,  thou  ever-hallowed  fane. 

And  thy  sweet  precincts  for  a  while. 

Where,  trained  by  art  and  nursed  by  toil, 

Dear  Flora  reigns  in  sceptred  style, 

And  every  hue, 
With  classic  scenes  that  round  me  smile, 

Alas  !  adieu. 

'No'w,  lastly,  to  the  brave  and  free  : 
First,  Old  Mortality,  to  thee. 
Dear  Kennedy,  with  thanks  profound, 
We'll  pledge  the  jolly  bumper  round 
Upon  the  fairy  "  Banks  o'  Doon," 
TiU  lights  her  silver  lamp  the  moon. 
With  heartfelt  feelings  of  delight. 
What  kindness  e'er  can  thine  requite  1 
Unknown  the  term  at  least  to  me. 
If  not  philanthropy  it  be — 
Tendered,  unasked,  frank,  and  sincere, 
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Unlocked  for  by  a  stranger  here, 
And  snch  svs  rarely  lights  my  lot, 
"While  gratitude  inspires  my  thought. 
There  as  a  holly — sliall  it  not  1 — 

For  ever  green 
Flourish,  ah  !  ne'er  to  be  forgot, 

Though  far  between. 


SONGS. 


THE  FAVOUEITE'S  EETUEK 
Air — "  Auld  Johmu/s  content,  mid  he's  aye  content  like." 

CHORUS. 

'00  liappy  was  I  wi'  my  mitlier  again, 
%     Wi'  my  canty  and  canny  auld  mitlier  again — 
Wha  shook  my  cauld  hands  as  she  ca'd  me  her  ain, 
Wi'  the  tear  in  her  e'e  as  I  met  her  again, 

Emhalmed  in  my  bosom,  to  me  ever  dear 
Be  the  night  that  I  met  her  I  fondly  revere  ; 
In  her  auld  happy  hame,  hoo  proud  and  hoo  fain 
I  felt,  and  I  glowed  to  embrace  her  again  ! 

She  led  me  in  joy  to  the  auld  arm  chair, 
Whare  smiled  a  glad  faither,  wha  noo  is  nae  mair, 
Syne  sat  down  aside  her  bit  callant  her  lane, 
And  thanket  the  God  wha  restored  him  again. 

Hoo  fondly  she  speered  hoo  life  wi'  me  passed, 
And  I  tell't  her  it  a'  frae  the  first  to  the  last, 
W"i'  mingled  emotions  o'  pleasure  and  pain, 
And  a  smile  or  a  sigh  was  her  answer  again. 
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Tlie  joys  and  tlic  sorrows  that  fell  to  lior  lot, 
Since  tlie  morning  sac  wacfu'  I  left  our  bit  cot, 
Slie  breatlied  in  her  turn  in  her  ain  hamely  strain  : 
O  hoo  the  heart  thrilled  as  I  heard  her  again  ! 

"\Vi'  her  saft,  gentle  hand — I  mind  it  yet  fine — 
Hoo  she  sleeked  down  my  hair  as  she  spak  o'  langsyne  : 
Her  Avords  were  as  vernal  as  show'rs  to  the  plain, 
As  the  scenes  of  my  boyhood  renewed  she  again  : 

We  quaffed  aflf  a  bumper — 0  baud  by  the  wa'— 
To  the  health  o'  ilk  ither,  and  friends  ano  and  a'; 
In  pappet  auld  neebors,  syne,  round  the  hearthstane, 
Was  pledged  frae  the  heart  the  drap  "jorum"  again. 

Aye  ready  to  hear,  and  her  counsel  to  lend  ; 

When  my  back's  at  the  Ava',   0   she's  aye  my  best 

friend — 
She's  a  joy  for  ilk  cross,  and  the  sting  has  she  ta'en 
Aft  frae  the  bit  canker,  and  healed  it  again. 

The  worth  o'  a  mither's  but  kent  by  her  loss — 
She's  the  gowd  o'  our  being,  the  rest  is  but  dross ; 
And  what  e'er  befa's  lis  on  life's  squally  main. 
Then  we  steer  for  the  liaven,  her  bosom,  again. 


DEAR  ANNIK 
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TELL  ME,  DEAE  AXNIE,  AEE  YE 
GAUi^  AWA? 

Air — "  Come  under  my  Plaidie." 

'i/FS^  TELL  me,  dear  Annie,  are  ye  gaun  awa  ? 
Jl^^    ]\Iy  ain  winsome  Annie,  will  ye  gang  aAva  ] 
Yea,  my  treasure,  my  pleasure,  the  sweetest  ava, 
0  never  ance  hint  it  that  ye'll  gang  awa. 

Your  look  love  expresses ;  your  lang  jetty  tresses 
That  circle  the  shoulders  that  vie  wi'  the  snaw ; 

Your  breath's  like  the  lily  aye  to  your  ain  Willie, 
Your  honny  black  een  hae  bewitched  him  and  a'. 

0  teU,  &c. 

The  lark  the  sky  climin'  his  little  loves  hymin'; 

The  mavis  that  sings  on  ilk  tree  and  green  shaw — 
They'll  only  but  grieve  me  if  ye  gang  and  leave  me  : 

My  heart  ye  Avill  break  it  gin  ye  gang  awa. 

0  tell,  &c. 

Yon  wee   skippin'   lammies   that  frisk  round   their 
mammies. 
They  aft  to  my  bosom  our  daffin'  reca'. 
To  deepen  my  sorrow ;  0  dool  to  the  morrow 
If  a'  e'er  I  liket  should  wander  awa. 

0  teU,  &c. 


20G  HET  FOR  A  WIFE. 

Nae  inair  in  yon  bowers,  whare  bloom  the  wee  flowers, 

For  Annie  I'll  pluck  them,  and  bu.sk  her  fu'  liraw. 
Nor  there  in  the  e'enin  my  love  will  I  lean  on  : 

Yc'll  rue  it  for  ever  when  ance  ye're  awa. 

U  teU,  &c. 
0  come  to  my  bosom,  my  ain  lovely  blossom, 

A  true  lover's  hand  ye  shall  hae  it  and  a'; 
And  whate'er  Fortune  showers,  it  a'  shall  be  yours, 

If  frae  your  ain  laddie  you'll  ne'er  gang  awa. 

0  teU,  &e. 


IIEY  FOR  A  WIFE  AVI'  A  HUXXER 
OR  TWA. 

AiK— "  Tlie  Laird  o'  Cochpen." 
CHORUS. 
•((^"IXG  hey  for  a  wife  wi'  a  hunner  or  twa, 
J}^»     A  canty  bit  wife  wi'  a  hunner  or  twa  ; 
Contentot  ai\d  blithe,  and  boo  crouse  wad  I  craw. 
Gin  I  had  a  wife  Avi'  a  hunner  or  twa ! 

Fve  aft  had  a  blink  o'  Dame  Fortune's  bricht  e'e. 
But  passed  her  aye  bye,  as  she  cared  nae  for  me ; 
Wliat's  wealth  but  a  syren  that  sings  to  beguile, 
And  honour  a  bauble  that  glitters  a  while  ; 
For  them  and  for  grandeur  I  little  but  care — 
Eneugh  be  my  lot,  wi'  a  morsel  to  spare  : 
The  sma'er  the  height,  0  the  less  is  the  fa', 
Sae  a'  my  ambition's  a  hunnor  or  twa. 
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I  care  nae  for  "beauty,  gin  she  be  "but  guid, 
I  rate  nae  her  worth  by  connection  or  bluid  ; 
As  the  fanest  o'  flowers  hae  aft  the  least  smell, 
And  the  finest  o'  grapes  by  the  tastin'  we  tell : 
But  if  she  is  lovin',  and  modest,  and  true, 
Can  wash  a  bit  sark,  and  can  airn  and  sew, 
And  guide  the  bit  penny  wi'  care  aboon  a'. 
She's  naething  the  warse  wi'  a  hunner  or  twa. 

'Twad  keep  us  fu'  cosy,  wi'  that  o'  my  ain. 

When  drifts  the  cauld  snaw  o'er  the  moor  and  the 

plain  ; 
Be  to  our  wee  blossoms  a  bield  frae  the  blast, 
That's  withered  the  brightest  and  best  as  it  papsed. 
0-mony  the  pleasures  that  wait  its  command, 
And  hoo  finely  and  freely  it  turns  the  hand  ! 
"  Your  wit  and  your  wisdom  are  naethmg  ava. 
Without,"  cries  the  warld,  "  a  hunner  or  twa." 


THE    TEYSTE. 

Air — "  Kelvin  Grove." 

'tJ^'IS  lovely  now  in  May,  bonnie  lassie  0, 
,J|^     Ajid  blithe  the  lammies  play,  bonnie  lassie  0  ; 

The  smilin'  flow 'rets  spring, 

Wee  birdies  mellow  sing. 
Till  a'  the  plantins  ring,  bonnie  lassie  0. 
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When  Phcclnis  stocks  his  e'o,  bonnio  lassie  O, 
Aneatli  the  trystin'  tree,  bonnie  lassie  O, 
Adoon  in  yonder  glen 
We'll  meet,  but  nane  shall  ken, 
For  we'll  steal  awa  our  lane,  bonnie  lassie  0. 

What  pleasures  will  we  share,  bonnie  lassie  0. 
We'U  feed  on  angels'  fare,  bonnie  lassie  0, 

And  quafi'  the  streams  that  flow 

Wliare  a'  divinely  glow, 
And  ilka  care  forego,  bonnie  lassie  0. 

O  how  the  bosom  warms,  bonnie  lassie  0, 
When  I  think  upon  thy  charms,  bonnie  lassie  0  ! 

The  lily  bathed  in  dew, 

Or  the  rose's  blushin'  hue, 
Nae  fairer  is  than  you,  bonnie  lassie  0. 

And  oh  that  "breath  o'  thine,  bonnie  lassie  0, 
Outvies  the  jessamine,  bonnie  lassie  0  ; 

WHaen  I  hear  thy  voice  sae  sweet, 
Whare  heavenly  echoes  meet, 
Wi'  joy  I'm  like  to  greet,  bonnie  lassie  0. 

O  f'in  ye  were  my  ain,  bonnie  lassie  0, 
'Twad  save  me  muckle  pain,  bonnie  lassie  0  ; 

But  soon,  my  love,  I'll  stand 

And  tak  ye  by  the  hand. 
At  Hymen's  saft  command,  bonnie  lastie  0. 
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Syne  a'  my  guid.s  and  gear,  bonnie  lassie  0, 
Ye'se  hae,  my  only  dear,  bonnie  lassie  0  ; 

And  tlien  we'll  blessed  be 

In  a'  tbat  love  can  gi'e, 
For  I'll  ever  worship  thee,  bonnie  lassie  0. 

But  oh,  the  hours  beguile,  bonnie  lassie  0, 
Sae  fare  ye  well  awhile,  bonnie  lassie  0  : 

Your  mither  on  the  green 

Is  seekin'  for  her  Jean  ; 
But  tell  na  whare  ye've  been,  bonnie  lassie  0. 


THE  AULD  MAK'S  SOLILOQUY. 

Air—"  The  Flowers  o'  the  Forest." 

^i|^V  AWA,  ye  gay  warld  !  a'  lanely  and  eerie 
^\^  ■  I  cower  ower  the  ingle  baith  dowie  and  wae  : 
Hoo  heartless  the  hame  whare  a'  ance  was  cheery — 

0  welcome  release,  hoo  I  lang  for  the  day ! 

I'm  auld  noo,  and  donnert,  and  naething's  a  pleasure: 

1  hirple  about,  l)ut  in  sorrow  and  pain  ; 

I  sich  and  I  sab,  and  the  weary  hours  measure — • 
Unnoticed  I  pine,  and  unpitied  complain. 

Frae  a'  that  I  lilcet  noo  severed  for  ever ; 

0  hard  is  the  fate  that  compels  me  to  mourn  ! 
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The  flowers  may  revive,  hut  never,  0  never, 
To  me  shall  the  spring  of  the  bosom  return. 

As  the  ivy  yestreen  frae  yon  auld  tree  was  riven, 
I  thocht  0'  the  liour,  wi'  the  tear  in  my  e'e. 

When  torn  frae  my  heart  was  my  Nancy  Ly  Heaven, 
And  helpless  she  left  our  bit  lammies  and  me. 

But  sin'  her  last  blessing  to  us  she  imparted, 
As  fondly  her  cauld,  dewy  hand  then  I  jjrossed, 

What  changes,  alas!  and  hoo  often  has  smarted, 
And  keenly,  this  weary  and  careworn  breast ! 

As  lovely  young  birdies  are  scattered  in  summer, 
Sae  our  bonnie  bairnies  are  now  ane  and  a'; 

And  aften  returned  has  the  leaf  to  the  timmer 
Sin'  Jamie,  the  flower  o'  the  flock,  gaed  awa. 

Sae  weU  as  he  liket  aye  me  and  his  mither — 
But  0  the  tongue  flutters,  my  heart  it  is  sair — 

Sad  tidings  this  e'enin';  wi'  Willie,  his  britlier, . 
He  slumbers  afar,  and  I'll  ne'er  see  him  mair. 

Koo  peace  to  our  dead,  and  lang  health  to  the  Icevin', 
And  ne'er  may  their  lot  be  sae  chequered  as  mine ; 
But  sune  their  auld  faither,  his  sorrow  and  grievin', 
'     For  rest  and  repose  in  the  grave  maun  resign. 

Then  awa,  ye  gay  warld !  a'  lanely  and  eerie 
I  cower  ower  the  ingle  baith  dowie  and  wae  ; 

Hoo  heartless  the  hame  where  a'  ance  was  clieery — 
0  welcome  release,  hoo  I  lang  for  the  day  ! 


FAREWELL  TO  POLTON". 
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FAREWELL  TO  POLTOX. 

Air — "  LocJmarfar." 

^^DIEU  !  lovely  Polton,  by  Esk's  winding  river  ! 
«^^^     Adieu  !  now  I  bid  thee  with  sorrow  and  care ; 
How  cruel  the  fate  that  compels  us  to  sever, 

And  rude  the  assaults  that  the  bosom  must  bear  ! 

Oh  sacred  to  me  are  thy  groves  and  sweet  bowers, 
Eesounding  with  gladness  and  Loves  mellow  strain; 

Thy  green  sloping  heights  and  thy  gardens  of  flowers, 
Though  never,  alas  !  shall  I  tread  them  again. 

How  aft  through  thy  green,  woods,  unseen,  at  the 
gloaming, 

And  down  the  lone  glen,  we  fondly  have  strayed — 
!My  loved  one  and  T — and  when  wearied  with  roaming, 

We  sought  for  a  shi'ine  in  the  spreading  beech  shade. 

There  hallowed  the  moments  that  over  us  glided, 
In  heart-thrilling  raptures  the  hours  fled  away; 

Earth  smiled,  a  fair  Eden  our  fancies  had  lighted. 
All  pleasure,  all  promise,  un marred  by  decay. 

Yon  ivy  green  cottage,  can  e'er  I  forget  it. 

Sweet  home  of  the  heart,  and  to  me  ever  dear  ? 
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That  morning  I  left  it,  I'll  ever  regret  it, 

And  name  it  tlirough  life  with  a  sigh  or  a  tear. 

Xo  more  there  I  meet  with  the  friendly  embraces, 
And  hail  the  soft  voice  that  was  magic  to  me ; 

Nor  there  round  the  hearth,  'mong  the  few  happy 
faces, 
I  join  in  the  laugh  and  the  songs  of  the  free. 

But  mute  is  my  lyre,  and  the  spell  it  is  broken, 
The  glow  of  the  heart  and  its  verdure  are  gone; 

Clouds  o'er  the  wild  gather,  that  sadly  betoken 
The  future  enveloped  in  tempest  alone. 

Then,  adieu !    lovely  Polton,  by  Esk's  winding  river  ! 

Adieu  !  now  I  bid  thee  with  sorrow  and  care; 
How  cruel  the  fate  that  com])els  us  to  sever, 

And  rude  the  assaults  that  the  bosom  must  bear ! 


WE'LL  NE'ER  HAE  PEACE  TILL  THE 
SILLER'S  SENT  HAME. 

Am — "  We'll  ne'er  hae  peace  till  Jamie  eotnea  hame." 

^^pY  bonny  Tweedside,  yestreen  as  T  strayed, 
JO^g     Aneth  a  grey  rock  an  auld  man  I  surveyetl; 
And  thus  aye  he  sang,  as  the  tears  drappin'  came  :- 
0  we'll  ne'er  hae  peace  till  the  siller's  sent  hame. 
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0  Willie,  0  Willie,  and  a'  your  black  train, 

Had  you  been  sae  Avise  as  guid  counsel  to  ta'en. 

Ye  bad  turned  frae  tbe  States,  and  recoiled  at  your 

aim — 
For  we'U  ne'er  hae  peace  till  tbe  siller's  sent  lianie. 

In  tbe  licbt  o'  your  conscience,  if  ony  ye  bae, 
Was  yours  sic  a  card  as  true  bonour  could  play  1 
Ye  may  preacb  and  pretend,  but  you're  muckle  to 

blame — 
For  we'll  ne'er  bae  peace  till  tbe  siller's  sent  bame. 

Did  ever  O'Connell  sae  basely  bebave  1 
All !  no  :  be  disdained  tbe  foul  price  o'  tbe  slave. 
Then  ca'  bim  nae  mair,  nor  put  knave  to  bis  name — 
As  we'll  ne'er  bae  peace  till  tbe  siller's  sent  bame. 

And  0  boo  you  cam  by't — your  motive  and  end, 
Fient  ane  but  tbe  devil,  I'm  sure,  can  defend  : 
Our  Eark  you've  polluted,  and  brougbt  ber  to  sbame — 
And  we'U  ne'er  bae  peace  till  tbe  siller's  sent  bame. 

Auld  Scotia  you've  leed  on  ;  and  loud  tbe  alarms — 
We're  a'  by  tbe  lugs,  and  will  soon  be  in  arms  : 
Wrigbt  kennelt  tbe  ingle,  and  stiU  blaws  tbe  flame — 
Sae  we'U  ne'er  bae  peace  tiU  tbe  siller's  sent  bame. 

And  bear  noble  Duncan  and  Grey  for  a  wee — 
The  honour,  tbe  glory,  and  croon  o'  the  Free  ; 
Hoo  loudly  your  guilt  and  your  greed  they  declaim — 
Sae  we'U  ne'er  bae  peace  tiU  tbe  siUer's  sent  bame. 
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]Jut  think  wliat  you've  dune,  and,  O  Willie,  relent, 
Like  Judas,  your  hilly,  yea,  even  repent. 
And  bundle  it  back  wi'  your  curse  on  the  same — 
For  we'll  ne'er  hae  peace  till  the  siller's  sent  hame. 

By  a'  that  is  guid,  0  I  rede  you  beware  ! 

The  skaith  that  our  Kirk  by  your  keepin't  may  share. 

A  spleet— 0  forbid  it,  eneuj,'li  o'  that  game ; 

Sae  we'll  ne'er  hae  peace  till  the  siller's  sent  hame. 


THE  LO^rE-SICK  MAID. 

A.1R— "  The  Campbells  are  comin'." 

CHORUS. 
SAW  ye  my  laddie  as  crossed  ye  the  lea  1 
0  saw  ye  my  laddie  as  crossed  ye  the  lea  ] 
Isow  joke  nae  mair,  Jamie,  for  pain  ye  but  gie ; 
And  tell  me,  oh  tell,  where  he's  wandered  frae  me. 

His  trousers  are  black,  and  his  jacket  is  blue. 
His  bonnet  the  same,  and  his  plaidie  is  new  ; 
He's  tall  and  he's  strappin',  sae  bloomin  and  fair. 
That  nane  o'  the  parish  can  wi'  him  compare. 

Then  saw  ye,  &c. 

His  dark  hazel  e'e  and  his  love-winnin'  smile 
IJetoken  a  bosom  xmsullied  by  guile  ; 
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He's  meek  and  he's  modest,  devoted  and  a', 
And  naething's  awantin*  worth  haein'  ava. 

Then  saw  ye,  &c. 

0  bliss  o'  my  bliss,  and  my  pride  and  desire, 
How  callous  the  breast  that  he  canna  inspire  ! 
The  lasses  a'  like  him,  and  mony  caress 
And  wheedle  around  him,  their  love  to  express. 

Then  saw  ye,  &c. 

But  in  his  young  fancy  his  Helen's  the  wale, 
O'er  a'  their  slee  airts  she  can  easy  prevail : 
He  kisses  and  claps  me,  and  ca's  me  his  dear, 
And  wordless  affection  he  seals  wi'  a  tear. 

Then  saw  ye,  &c. 

The  mair  I  think  o'  him,  the  mair  am  I  taen, 
And  Nature's  sweet  impulse  I  canna  restrain  : 
Like  magic  it  sets  a'  my  heart  in  a  flame, 
J£  neebors  aroun'  only  mint  but  his  name. 

Then  saw  ye,  <kc. 

O  lang  hae  I  lo'ed  him,  and  evermair  will ; 
There's  a  neuk  i'  this  bosom  nae  ither  can  fill : 
Thi'ough  weal  and  through  wae  to  my  laddie  I'll  cling, 
Till  death  to  a  close  our  devotion  shall  bring. 

Then  saw  ye,  &c. 

Bnt  wheisht,  0  my  heart — faith,  he's  comin'  at  last : 
That's  surely  his  whistle — oh  yes,  has  he  passed 
Yon  gi-een  holly  bush  1   and  now,  Jamie,  fareweel ; 
Yet  the  scene  i'  the  thicket,  0  never  reveal. 


21 G  BLUE-EYRD  MARY. 


B  L  U  E  -  E  Y  E  D    M  A  11  Y. 

Air—"  Blue-Eyed  Mary. " 

'^JT^LOXE  I  ramLle  through  the  wood, 
'■jCjsj  '^lang  Nature's  minstrels  singing, 
And  climb  Tweed's  bonnie  banks  and  braes, 

Where  the  wee  wild  floAvers  are  springing. 
How  cauld  and  strange  the  warld  to  me  ! 

In  sorry,  let  me  tarry, 
To  sigh  unseen,  and  weep,  alas  ! 

My  absent  blue-eyed  Mary  ! 

Thrice  sacred  scenes,  to  memory  dear. 

The  slumbering  past  recalling, 
'^^^len  summer  o'er  the  bosom  smiled, 

Nac  blight  its  verdure  palling. 
That  mystic  manna  o'  the  soul, 

Amang  yon  bowers  sae  fairy, 
How  often  hae  I  gathered  wi' 

My  absent  blue-eyed  Mary  ! 

Oft  by  yon  wimplin'  buruie,  oft 

Unconscious  whither  roaming, 
In  tlirilling  nameless  rapture  tied 

The  hallowed  houi-s  till  gloaming. 
Tliere  in  each  consecrated  shade. 

In  love  that  ne'er  could  vary, 
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Oft  wi'  its  liquid  pledge  I  blessed 
My  absent  blue-eyed  Mary. 

0  joys  unmingled,  transports  dear, 

Her  angel  charms,  oh  never 
Can  I  forget,  when  in  the  glen 

We  met  to  part  for  ever. 
Ah,  little  dreamt  this  withered  heart, 

That  fate  would  blast  sae  early 
Its  life,  its  hope,  its  all,  0  Heaven, 

My  absent  blue-eyed  Mary  ! 

But  vain,  alas  !  I  linger  here. 

In  vain  the  tear  distilling  ; 
In  vain  the  groan  for  perished  worth, 

A  lover's  woe  revealing. 
Peace  to  thy  memory  !  adieu 

To  a'  I  lo'ed  sae  dearly  : 
Thy  sainted  room  who  e'er  shall  fill, 

My  absent  blue-eyed  ]\Iary  ? 


THE  HIESEL  YET  EOR  ME. 

tWAY  !  ye  orient  groves,  away  ! 
Where  fragrant  citrons  bloom ; 
The  orange,  lime,  and  myrtle  gay, 

Exhale  their  sweet  perfume  ; 
]!^or  name  those  balmy  spicy  dells, 
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Though  floi-ulent  they  be, 
Their  fairy  charms  let  others  singj 

The  llii-sel  yet  for  me  ! 
Elysian  spot,  while  lasts  a  string, 

My  lyre  I'll  tune  to  thee. 

How  sweet  to  roam  thy  sunny  glades, 

"Where  wild  the  flow'rets  blow  ! 
"\Vlio  for  thy  soft  ambrosial  shades, 

Tlie  world  would  not  forego  1 
Where  native  minstrels  melting  pour 

Their  lays  from  every  tree, 
And  every  heart  forgets  its  care  : 

The  Hirsel  yet  for  me  ! 
Elysian  spot,  while  lasts  a  string, 

My  lyre  I'll  tune  to  thee. 

Unrivalled  Flora's  loved  retreat. 

Thy  smiling  garden,  hail ; 
An  Eden  here  renewed  to  meet, 

"What  fancy  now  can  fail. 
As  angels'  breath  thy  zephyrs  sweet ; 

And  oh,  the  ecstasy, 
When  greets  the  eye  thy  blushing  walls- 

The  Hirsel  yet  for  me  ! 
Elysian  spot,  while  lasts  a  string, 

My  lyre  I'll  tune  to  thee. 

Pear  to  my  soul,  thrice  lovely  bower, 
Those  nameless  sweets  of  thine  ; 


THE  BARROW. 

And  oh  their  heaven-inspiring  po^ve^, 

How  thrilling,  how  divine  ! 
Here  let  me  linger  to  enjoy, 

Alone,  their  luxury  ; 
I  ask  no  higher  earthly  boon — 

The  Hirsel  yet  for  me  ! 
Elysian  spot,  while  lasts  a  string, 

My  lyre  I'll  tune  to  thee. 

And  hail,  yon  venerable  pile, 

Thy  hospitable  dome ; 
May  peace  and  plenty  ever  smile, 

To  bless  the  home  of  Homel 
And  now  adieu,  thy  magic  scenes ; 

My  fondest  memory 
Shall  ever  homage  with  the  lay — 

The  Hirsel  yet  for  me ! 
Elysian  spot,  while  lasts  a  string, 

My  lyre  I'll  tune  to  thee. 
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THE     B  A  E  R  0  W. 
Air—"  You've  a'  heard  tell  o'  Roh  Borison's  Bannet." 

CHORUS. 

f^ND  wha  in  the  dub  hasna  heard  o'  the  barrow? 
<^^S    Lang  hae  our  lugs  rung  wi'  the  sang  o'  the 
barrow  ! 
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I  now  wad  a  croun  tlmt  sliu  ne'er  had  a  marrow, 
nge   bni 
Larrow. 


And  cliallenge   braid    Scotlan<l  tu   match  wi'  the 


lltT  fnime  was  o'  aik,  and  the  "  ready"  to  hain, 
For  the  rest  then  an  auld  sugar  barrel  was  ta'en ; 
Her  braw  nicket  wlieel  an  auld  mangle  ance  graced — 
As  it  saved  muckle  fash,  so  it  suited  his  taste. 

Nae  plane  upon  earth  durst  her  venture  to  brave, 
"WHiase  service  a  Avilling  kail  gully  did  save ; 
Wi'  moxmtains  o'  potty — though  strange,  it  is  true — 
Syne  diced  was  she  aff  in  a  coat  o'  sky  blue. 

Still  critics — confuund  them,  their  fauts  tliey  maun 

hae ; 
How  they  quiz,  how  they  quarrel,  e'en  do  as  we  may — 
Like  flees,  to  ilk  sair  o'  the  barrow  they  clang  ; 
Deil  hao't  that  was  dune  but  they  swore  it  was  wrang. 

There  hogin'  and  laughin'  wi'  muckle  pretence, 
'J  0  catch  and  to  cavd,  sat  auld  neebor  Spence, 
And  auld  cooper  Jamie,  sae  witty  and  douce, 
\("i  tailors  and  i^edlars  sae  cracky  and  croose. 

Her  talented  artist  to  name  it  might  vex, 
Ye'U  pick  him  up  l)y  the  red  pirnie  and  specks. 
Our  fun  at  her  makin'  I  mind  it  yet  fine  ; 
'Twas  only  last  summer — I've  aye  laughed  sin'  syne. 
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Sae  in  liis  auld  garret  as  sacred  she  lies, 
A  type  o'  perfection,  a  feast  to  the  eyes  ; 
Wi'  mony  a  wonder  and  model  o'  skill, 
Defying  baith  pencil  and  jjen  to  reveal. 


THE  LILY  0'  THE  WEST. 
Air — "0'  a'  the  airts  the  Wind  can  blatc." 

13/%;'  a'  the  flowers  that  ever  bloomed 
3\^     Where  rills  and  rivers  flow, 
On  hUl  and  dale,  in  wood  and  vale, 

Or  paradise  below  : 
Sae  sweet  and  fair,  what  can  compare 

Wi'  it,  the  first  and  best  1 
Than  let  me  string  my  harp,  and  sing 

The  lily  o'  the  West. 

Adorned  wi'  a'  that  can  adorn, 
There  every  grace  we  trace 

That  earth  can  love  or  heaven  approve 
Among  the  lily  race  : 

Sweet  ITature's  child — young,  modest,  mild- 
How  can  they  be  exprest 

Thy  cherub  charms  1 — come  to  my  arms 
The  lily  o'  the  West. 
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How  rich,  beyond  the  power  C  wealth, 

"Would  not  I  be  wi'  thee, 
Thou  gem  divine,  0  wert  thou  mine — 

But  can  that  ever  be  ] 
"No,  lovely  flower,  in  yonder  bower, 

Alas,  thy  lot  is  cast ! 
But  shall  I  fret,  or  e'er  forget 

The  lily  o'  the  West  ? 

May  balmy  showers  and  sunshine  bright 

Pervade  thy  hallowed  shade. 
Thy  fixiry  form  may  never  storm 

Dishevel  or  invade ; 
But,  soft  as  dew,  may  peace  on  you 

Benignly  ever  rest ! 
For  lang  I'U  string  my  harp,  and  sing 

The  lily  o'  the  West. 


TO  AREOCHAR  AWAY,  LASSIE. 
Air — "  Loudon's  bonny  Woods  and  Braes." 


CHORUS. 


YY'OW  bright  the  blink  of  Orion's  e'e 
•JCtt     On  classic  Clyde  sae  gay,  lassie  ; 
Fain  would  I  cross  it,  and  wi'  thee 
To  Arrochar  away,  lassie. 
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Though  yonder  flowery  banks  and  hraes 

To  roam  I  dearly  lo'e,  lassie  ; 
And  though  I  here  hae  fondly  met 

Wi'  friends  baith  leal  and  true,  lassie — 
And  free  wi'  kindred  spirits  quaft'ed 

The  balmy  mountain  dew,  lassie; 
Yet  happy  would  I  pass  the  day 

At  Arrochar  wi'  you,  lassie. 

Unrivalled,  lovely  Arrochar ! 

What  can  wi'  it  compare,  lassie  1 
Awa  the  bustlin'  din  o'  touns, 

Wi'  a'  their  pomp  and  glare,  lassie  : 
Gi'e  me  to  wade  through  heather  bells 

On  lonely  mountains  there,  lassie, 
And  to  spend  the  day  wi'  you 

At  Arrochar  sae  fair,  lassie. 

'Tis  there  the  heart  at  JSTature's  shrine 

In  adoration  bows,  lassie  : 
And  on  every  altar  green 

In  nameless  rapture  glows,  lassie — 
There  we  leave,  on  wdngs  sublime, 

A  world  o'  cares  and  woes,  lassie  j 
So  now  to  live  in  bliss,  the  day 

At  Arrochar  but  close,  lassie. 

How  sweet  in  yonder  shady  glen 

The  hours  their  flight  will  wiutj,  lassie  ! 

And  0  to  linger  by  the  burn, 

"Where  lovely  flow' rets  sj^ring,  lassie  ; 
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(Jr  to  waiKlcT  throu<,'li  tho  -woods. 
That  loud  wi'  carols  riiif,',  lassie  I 

Then  let  us  thus  enjoy  the  day 
At  Arrocliar,  I  sing,  lassie. 

Wi'  burnin'  words  o'  love  divine, 

"We'll  sweetly  a'  our  lane,  lassie, 
On  heather  knowes  renew  our  vows, 

And  crack  o'  a'  that's  gane,  lassie, 
And  o'  that  hallowed,  mystic  hour 

Tliat  soothes  the  lover's  pain,  lassie 
Thus  would  we  love  the  day  away 

At  Arrochar,  my  ain  lassie. 


THE  LOVER'S  la:m:ent. 

AiR_'<  The  Land  o'  the  LeaJ.." 

•/!V  DOWIE  is  my  lay  noo, 
^^  -Kae  cheerfu'  spring  I  play  noo, 
I'm  aye  sae  sad  and  wae  noo. 
Sin'  Lucy  left  us  a\ 

lily  very  heart  is  sair  noo, 
A'  desolate  and  bare  noo, 
And  a'  is  winter  there  noO) 
Sin  Lucy  left  us  a'. 
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Tears  ever  dim  my  e'e  noo  : 
"What's  a'  the  warhl  to  me  noo, 
What  pleasure  can  it  gie  noo, 
Sin'  Lucy  left  us  a'  1 

Nae  mair  her  nameless  charms  noo 
I  clasp  within  my  arms  noo, 
My  heart  it  never  warms  noo, 
Sin'  Lucy  left  us  a'. 

Alane  at  liame  I  cower  noo — 

There's  nae  trystin'  hoiu-  noo, 

Ifae  wooin'  i'  the  bower  noo, 

Sin'  Lucy  left  us  a'. 

Nor  doon  the  Meadow  green  noo, 
Nae  mair  we  slip  unseen  noo, 
To  pass  in  love  the  e'en  noo, 
Sin'  Lucy  left  us  a'. 

But  hallowed  in  the  thought  noo. 
Ilk  sacred  meetin'  spot  noo. 
And  ne'er  to  be  forgot  noo. 
Sin'  Lucy  left  us  a'. 

Though  frae  the  dreary  urn  noo 
In  vain  I  wait  return  noo, 
Through  life  my  loss  I'll  mourn  noo. 

Sin'  Lucy  left  us  a'. 
P 
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And  oh,  ■where'er  I  steer  noo, 
IJeft  o'  my  bosom  dear  noo, 
The  past  I'll  aye  revere  noo, 
Sin'  she  has  left  us  a.' 


THE  ELM  TREE. 
Air—"  Beneath  the  Roof  o'  Straw." 

^  LO'E  the  garden,  bower,  and  grot; 
^     But  sweeter  far  to  me, 
\Vhen  Cynthia  smiles,  this  sacred  spot 
Beneath  the  Elm  Tree. 

If  ever  heart  hath  shared  below 
The  bliss  that  Heaven  can  gi'e, 

'Twas  mine,  responds  it  wi'  a  glow. 
Beneath  the  Ehn  Tree. 

Can  a'  the  joys  o*  courtly  glare, 

0'  star  and  gartered  knee. 
Ere  wi'  my  spell-bcnind  hours  compare 

Beneath  the  Elm  Tree  ? 
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Oft  in  my  arms,  wi'  raptured  zest, 

Her  rosy  lips  to  pree, 
My  love  how  fondly  hae  I  pressed 

Beneath  the  Elm  Tree  ! 

She  breathes  the  citron's  sweet  perfume, 

The  lightning  o'  her  e'e 
Dispels  the  bosom's  deepest  gloom. 

Beneath  the  Elm  Tree. 

The  mellow  notes  that  cheer  the  grove. 

And  glad  the  flow'ry  lea, 
But  echo  saft  her  thrilling  strains 

Beneath  the  Elm  Tree. 

The  fragrant  bloom  shall  sooner  fade, 

Forgotten  by  the  bee. 
Than  I  forget  the  hallowed  shade 

Beneath  the  Elm  Tree. 

Nay,  when  this  heart  hath  ceased  to  beat, 

And  bounds  my  spirit  free. 
How  fondly  shall  it  seek  retreat 

Beneath  the  Elm  Tree  ! 
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THOU  Airr  FAITIIFU'  EVER,  WILLIP:. 

Aiu— "  Fiji  him,  Faither." 

Tpf  nOU  art  faithfu'  ever,  Willie, 
tj(,j      Thou  art  faithfu'  ever; 
TIkju  art  faithfu'  ever,  "Willie, 

Thou  art  faithfu'  ever  : 
Come,  gie's  ymir  hand,  and  vow  agaiu 

You'll  forsake  lue  never; 
Lang  hae  -we  lo'cd  ilk  ither  now ; 

Sae  ne'er  let  us  sever,  Willie, 

Never  let  us  sever. 

But  thou  art  false  as  fair,  Jessie, 

But  thou  art  false  as  fair  ; 
But  thou  art  false  as  fair,  Jessie, 

But  thou  art  false  as  fair  : 
I  passed  the  bower  unseen  yestreen. 

And  wha  was  wi'  you  there  ? 
Aft  hae  we  roamed  Tweed's  bonny  banks, 

But  never  will  we  mair,  Jessie, 

0  never  will  we  mair. 

O  for  ance  forgi'e  me,  Willie, 
O  for  ance  forgi'e  me  ; 
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0  for  ance  forgi'e  me,  Willie, 

0  for  ance  forgi'e  me  : 
ISlj  heart  is  breaking — 0  relent ! 

You'll  rue  it  gin  you  leave  me  ; 
The  best  ava,  and  wi'  that  coof 

Again  ye'll  never  see  me,  Willie, 

Ne'er  again  ye'll  see  me. 

Thou  hast  me  subdued,  Jessie, 

Thou  hast  me  subdued  ; 
Thou  hast  me  subdued,  Jessie, 

Thou  hast  me  subdued  : 
Come  to  my  arms,  my  dearest  dear, 

But  mind  you  what  you've  vowed  ; 
Let  a'  that's  past  for  ever  gang — 

Our  love  is  a'  renewed,  Jessie, 

Our  love  is  a'  renewed. 

Then  thou  art  still  my  ain  Willie  ? 

0  yes,  for  aye  your  ain ; 
And  thou  art  still  my  ain  Jessie  1 

For  ever  mair  your  ain : 
Then  there's  my  hand,  ye  hae  my  heart — 

This  e'en  we're  nae  mair  twain  ; 
We'll  buckled  be  at  Caldstream  Brigg, 

Wliare  mony  ane  has  gane,  Jessie, 
Mony  ane  has  gane. 
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FLORA. 

Air — "  I  retmmber,  I  remember." 

'Y^^EAR,  lovely  Flora,  charming  Flora, 
'JL/'     Nature's  Flora,  be  it  ruiiie 
'J"o  lieartfelt  homage,  and  to  pour  a 
Tribute  to  that  worth  of  thine. 

But  vain  thy  worth  with  words  I  venture, 

Flora,  ever  to  unfold  ; 
Of  virtue's  self  thou  art  the  centre — 

Of  every  grace  the  living  mould. 

Artless,  modest,  ever  smiling. 
Sweet  the  social  hearth  to  cheer, 

Every  sorrow  there  beguiling 
With  a  sympathy  sincere. 

Thy  presence,  Flora,  joy  and  glaflness 

^lagic'ly  inspires  in  me  ; 
Adieu  my  every  care  and  sadness, 

Angel  Flora,  when  with  thee. 

Can  I  forget  thee,  Flora?  never  : 

Can  the  sun  forget  to  glow  1 
Can  the  flowers  of  summer  ever 

Gem  the  wintry  wastes  of  snowl 
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As  on  tlie  tree  the  names  "we  cherish 
Stand,  though  changing  seasons  roll ; 

So  thus  enduring  thine  shall  flourish 
On  the  tablet  of  my  soid. 

And,  since  we  part,  may  peace  and  pleasure, 

Flora,  here  for  ever  dwell — 
Every  boon  and  every  treasure 

Heaven  bestows  ;  now  fare  thee  well. 


I  LO'ED  A  LASSIE  YOUI^G  AND  FAIR 
Air — "  For  a'  that,  and  a'  that." 

^  LO'ED  a  lassie  young  and  fair, 
3^     Ay  late  and  sune,  and  a'  that ; 
Wi'  hope  and  fear,  and  muckle  care, 

But  conquered  still  for  a'  that — 
For  a'  that,  and  a*  that. 

Her  lily  hand,  and  a'  that. 
She  pledged  to  me,  and  I  her  mine, 

Afore  the  priest  for  a'  that. 

And  sin'  our  merry  bridal  e'en, 
Hoo  doubly  blessed  and  a'  that, 


232  I  lo'ed  a  lassie. 

My  canty  Kato  and  I  liae  been. 
Yet  crosses  had.  for  a'  tliat— 

For  a'  that,  and  a'  tliat, 

"Wliat  cared  Ave  tlicn  for  a'  that  1 

"When  doon,  we  aye  got  up  again, 
And  crooser  crawed  for  a'  that. 


Though  ^\'G  hae  little  Avarklly  gear, 

Our  bite  and  brat,  and  a'  that, 
Frae  hameless  sorrow's  een  the  tear 

Hae  aften  wiped  for  a'  that — 
For  a'  that,  and  a'  that, 

A  neebor's  cares,  and  a'  that ; 
We've  made  our  ain  wi'  hclpin'  hand, 

Yet  thrave  nao  waur  for  a'  that. 

"Wliat's  a'  the  warld  1 — a  passin'  show ; 

Its  honours,  wealth,  and  a'  that  ] 
If  share  we  not  a  brother's  woe, 

Though  rich,  hoo  puir  for  a'  that 
For  a'  that,  and  a'  that. 

Without  content,  and  a'  that : 
A  conscience  clear,  a  harae  to  cheer, 

rU  seek  nae  mair  wi'  a'  that. 
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WE  HAD  A  ROWTH  0'  CLINK 
YESTREEK 

<pY^E  had  a  rowth  o'  clink  yestreen, 

tlxtp     And  sung  in  Robin's,  canty  Robin's 
We  had  our  saps  wi'  glee,  I  ween — 

A  rare  and  happy  quorum. 
Sae  sweet  we  preed  the  "  tappet  hen," 

Fu'  blithe  in  Robin's,  rantin'  Robin's ; 
Wlia  aye  sae  meiTy  brought  her  ben, 

And  croonin'  Tullochgorum. 

CHORUS. 

But  whan  the  morn  began  to  daw, 
0  dowf  and  dowie,  dowf  and  dowie  ; 

And  ilka  back  was  at  the  wa', 
We  could  nae  raise  the  jorum. 

Sae  where  were  a'  our  fun  and  spree, 
We  had  m  Robin's,  witty  Robin's  ? 

ril  mind  him  till  the  day  I  dee — 
The  deil  can  ne'er  get  o'er  him  ; 

For  toom  our  pouches  grew  at  last, 
Syne  sad  was  Robin,  mad  was  Robin, 
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"\^^la  damned  our  drouth  as  mair  we  aj^kod, 
As  mony's  dune  afore  hun. 
Sae  wlien  the  morn,  &c. 

We  did  our  best  without  avail, 

But  surly  Robin's,  churlish  Eobin's, 
Ance  feelin'  heart  had  turned  to  mail, 

And  cooled  the  love  we  bore  him  : 
Rae  up  we  gat,  and  sworo  an  aith, 

That  friends  wi'  Robin,  menseless  Robin, 
We  ne'er  would  be  till  our  last  breath, 

Kor  wi'  him  hae  a  splorum. 
Sae  when  the  morn,  &c. 


DARK  LOWERS  THE  ]\riST  ON  THE  WHITE 
TOWEEIXG  CHEVIOT. 

Air—"  The  Braes  o'  Gkniffer." 

•VVARK   lowers  the  mist  on  the  white  towering 
iis^         Cheviot, 

Cauld  drifts  the  snaw  across  the  bleak  plain  ; 
Recallin'  the  day — 0  could  I  retrieve  it ! — 

I  sighed  the  farewell  to  my  laddie  that's  gane. 

How  dowie  and  cheerless  and  springless  the  bosom  ; 
Alas !  for  its  sunshine,  its  verdure  and  a'; 
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And  where  its  ance  fragrant  and  fairy-like  blossom, 
Since  a'  that  I  liket  has  wandered  awa  ] 

That  hour  that  he  left  me,  can  e'er  I  forget  it, 
Wi'  a'  his  embraces  sae  namelessly  dear  1 

The  fealty  he  plighted, — oh  never  ance  let  it 

Be  breathed  but  in  love,  and  embahned  by  a  tear. 

And  oh  the  fond  look,  the  last  o'  my  lover. 
The  shake  o'  his  hand,  and  his  angelic  smile ; 

How  hallowed,  how  dearer  than  life  to  me  ever  ! — 
I  ne'er  but  in  sadness  can  pass  the  auld  stile. 

Again  but  I  saw  him,  my  ain  only  treasure. 
My  smilin'  saft  hazel-eed  Jamie,  sae  fair. 

How  happy  our  meeting  ! — 0  bliss  beyond  measure, 
To  wander  wi'  a'  that  I  liket  ance  mair, 

Where  wafts  the  fair  Tweed,  her  silvery  billow, 
And  echo  the  grey  rocks  the  howlet's  lone  wail. 

Or  down  by  yon   banks  where  the  brier  and   the 
wUlow 
Sigh  o'er  the  blue  wave  as  impressed  by  the  gale. 

Bare  now  though  the  ance  shady  forest  and  bracken, 
Their  mantles  o'  emerald  sweet  Spring  shall  renew; 

The  wee  birdies  sing,  fresh  joys  to  awaken. 

And  blue-bells  and  gowans  the  meadows  bestrew. 
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But  VTonld  it  were  sao  witli  tlio  bosom  o'  sadness — 
Still  liopc  ever  liail ! — why  should  it  repine  ? 

Dark  thouj^di  tlie  night  lowers,  the  morning  o'  glad- 
ness 
How  aft  hae  we  seen  it  unlookot  for  shine  1 

While  safe  has  the  bark  been  far  tossed  on  the  ocean, 
Though  lang  by  affection  despondin'ly  mourned  ; 

Frae  fields  o'  red  carnage  and  mortal  commotion, 
Unscathed  has  the  absent  in  triumj)!!  returned. 

And  sae  may  my  Jamie,  the  heart  wha  lies  nearest, 
0   shield  him,   kind  Heaven — how  wordless  his 
charms — 

0  lead  him  and  speed  him  to  Xancy,  his  dearest, 
In  safety  and  rapture  again  to  her  arms. 
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